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THE VOICE OF THE SABBATH.* 

I gome in the might of a herald of light, 

As the sun o'er Creation is beaming ; 
I come to dispel the night-shadows that dwell 

In the soul, of deep wretchedness dreaming : 
I come to awake to the joys that partake 

Of the glories that Paradise knew, 
Ere its charms were defac'd, and its bowers laid waste, 

And a shroud o'er its loveliness grew. 

I come to declare the bright hopes ye may share, 

Though your sins, O ye mortals ! have riven 
Ev'ry bond of your peace ^-but, let misery cease, 

For ye still may be freely forgiven. 
I come in calm rest to the spirit oppress'd 

With a week's disappointment and care, 
Hopes bidding it cherish that never can perish, 

Nor leave it a prey to despair. 

• This Poem, and a few others, have appeared in Periodicals. For the 
present Volume they have been slightly altered. 

B 
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I come to impart to the desolate heart 

A solace for every woe ; 
For ' in joy shall they reap* who their purity keep, 

Though i in sorrow and tears they may sow.' 
I come in the ray of the Regent of day, 

When Nature is mantled in gold, — 
When with heaven-lit smiles the glad heart she beguiles 

Into raptures that may not be told. 

I come in the swell of the languishing bell, 

From forests of melody pealing, 
As it breathes from the spire of each hamlet and shire, 

' The voice of the Sabbath' revealing. 
I come in the lays of a Firmaments praise, 

Chanted forth by the bird and the breeze — 
In the Earth's choral strain, from cathedral and fane — 

And in the dread music of Seas. 

I come to proclaim the Omnipotent^ name — 

The Creator of ail that delights 
The perception, or sense ; or the throbbings intense 

Of the soul's adoration invites. 
I come to disperse ev'ry track of the curse 

That fiends have imprinted on earth — 
To bid war be no more — human peace to restore — 

And to hasten Millenium's birth. 
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Till Sorrow and Pain shall relinquish their reign — 

Till natures discordant and wild 
Shall in harmony blend — till Destruction shall end — 

Till the tiger shall sport with the child — 
My voice shall resound to the uttermost bound 

Where Evil may revel in might ; 
And each anthem I wake shall his monarchy shake 

Till he flee to the regions of night. 

Then I'll come in the dawn of Eden's new morn, 

And all shall be rapture and rest : 
And the pure and the bright shall in triumph unite, 

And man be abundantly blest. 
And when I've fulnlTd all the Deity will'd 

In my mission to mortals, of love, 
Back to Heaven 111 fly— to my own native sky — 

And prepare them a Sabbath above. 

But oh ! as I speed, favorM creatures, take heed 

How my visits ye treat with neglect ! 
If ye let me depart without gaining your heart, 

All your hopes are eternally wreck'd : 
If the pleasures or strife of a grovelling life 

Will not leave you e'en one day in seven, 
A Temple to raise to your Maker's due praise, 

Can ye doubt they will rob you of heaven ? 
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THE SEASONS. 

Warm sunbeams grace 
Fair Nature's face ; 
The feather'd race 

Enraptur'd sing : 
Earth's teeming pores 
Unfold their stores ; 
And man adores 

The God of Spring. 

The panting hind, 
For rest inclin'd, 
Deplores to find 

The streamlet dry : 
And man would dwell 
In cooling dell, 
Whose shades repel 

The Summer sky. 

Fled are the hours 
Of sun-lit flow'rs ; 
The fading bow'rs 
We quit with grief : 
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And, harvest past, 
The skies overcast, 
Breathe airs that blast 
The Autumn leaf. 

To scour the plain 
And scatter pain, 
The sporting train 

Delighted haste : 
And chilling gale, 
Snow, rain, and hail 
Now tell the tale 

Of Winter** waste. 



THE AUTHOR'S VISION. 

An Author stirr'd his wicked brains, 

To conjure up unholy strains, 

Just at the breathless midnight hour 

When Reason yields to Fancy's pow'r ; 

Till, all at once, his chimney smok'd 

So much that he was nearly chok'd ; 

When, springing up to ope the door, 

He fell in stupor on the floor, 

And dream'd of scenes I fear to tell, 

In fact, he dreamt he was in h , 
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Or rather, on his passage there, 
Dragg'd up the chimney by his hair : 
And though he thought he knew by sight 
The dire Invader of the night 
Who held him fast, as on he sped, 
Swung by his agonizing head, 
Too terrified was he to speak, 
Or even whisper half a shriek. 

They hurry past each mansion-top, 
And o'er a Thespian temple stop, 
When Satan, careless of disguise, 
Now bids him feast his aching eyes 
With one last, ling'ring, tortur'd look 
Upon the Preface of his book ; 
Adding, that all its after-pages 
Should be his own through endless ages. 
" Oh ! let me burn my works !" he cried— 
" They will not burn 9 * — the De'il replied, 
And onward with his victim flew, 
Till a huge steeple rose to view — 
" Pray land me on those Temple-stairs, 
I've not had time to say my pray'rs !" 
" Oh I'll excuse you that," he said, 
" You've written plays enough instead; 
And as for pray'rs, you'll say them now 
With touching earnestness, I vow — 
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Come, come ! confound you, what a shaker ! 
Surely I haven't caught a Quaker !" 
Quaker, or not, he trembled sadly, 
Faster and faster whirling madly : 
The streets grew ghastly in the rays 
Of nickering lamps ; his wilder'd gaze 
Glanc'd upward towards the Fiend of air, 
But all was double darkness there, 
Save the two eyes that gleam'd afar, 
Each like a blighted haunting star : 
He look'd for Earth, but Earth was gone ; 
He saw the Sea beneath him yawn, 
He saw its jaws divide asunder, 
He heard them close in booming thunder : 
Adown the roaring gulf he roll'd, 
Till struggling Nature loos'd her hold : 
The spirit fled its tortur'd clay, 
And Satan fac'd his blacken'd prey. 
" Now, New-born ! you may run alone, 
Since I've secur'd you for my own ; 
Follow, and I will lead the way, 
For you're to be my guest to-day : 
No cold formalities shall vex ^ 

Your soul, nor stately pomp perplex, / 
But I've some dislocated necks ' 

From Newgate sent, and, as I learn 



»> 
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(Nay, do not stay, or they will burn) 

To you* it is I owe the treat, 

That you should share it, is but meet ; 

Besides, I thought that such a feast 

Would serve full well to glut a beast." 

" A beast ! — good Heav'ns ! — youVe miss'd ^ 

your aim — 
Mine was a highly honor *d name, 
And foremost in the ranks of Fame !" 
" That's possible — yet pray forbear 
By Heaven any more to swear ; 
Henceforward I'm your only king, 
And from that Heav'n my subjects wing 
Their downward progress day by day, 
Throughout all space, far far away. 
But, that you may not deem me wrong 
In my selection from the throng 
Of beings where I found your grace, 
These selfsame wry-necks you shall face, 
And ask them if they did not send 
To beg I'd fetch their ancient friend, 
Who taught them what a glorious thing 
It was, to cut a throat, and swing, 
That he might join the Heroes' Meeting, 
And they might give a Hero's greeting. 



* Criminals have been known to confess that they dated their ruinous 
career from the false inspiration imbibed from reading, or seeing acted, the 
exploits of depraved characters. 
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The awe-struck victim of despair 
Now heard fell voices rend the air, 
If air it might be calPd, that curl'd 
In pitchy flakes around the world 
Whose torrid confines they had gain'd, 
Hid by the gate that yet remain *d 
Sole screen of all the hideous things 
Whose turmoil through the concave rings 
Incessant. Words of earthly sound 
In awful unison resound- 
" The murd'rous villain ! let me reach him ! 
Though he's my tutor, I will teach him — 
Nay, I will tear him I Vice ! thou Nero ! 
Here I await thee — I, thy hero !" 
" They call you murderer' 9 — in delight, 
The Arch-fiend yelTd — "Be so outright — 
Murder them all — nay, me — yourself— 
Leave not in hell a writhing elf ! — 
Enter — commence !'' — Louder their roaring ! — ' 
No ! 'twas the rain in torrents pouring, 
And puss before the fender snoring. 

The Author wildly rubb'd his eyes, 
And glanc*d unutterable surprise 
Where his pet cat lay warm and snug, 
Drying her jacket on the rug : 
How she arriv'd, in such a mess, 
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It needs no conjuror to guess, 

E'en though the chimney had not smok'd, 

Or our poor Sage been nearly chok'd. 

At first he felt inclin'd to joke 
At what he call'd his ' tale of smoke ;' 
But, on retiring for the night, 
The vision hung upon his sight, 
Filling him with so dread a gloom, 
He could not sleep, but pac'd the room 
In racking agony of soul, 
Beyond all effort to control. 

The storm was howling drearily — 
The thunder raging fearfully — 
The lightnings darted round the room, 
Like heralds of the final doom, 
Disclosing to his frantic gaze 
New horrors in the darken'd rays 
The taper yielded. In his ears 
A voice of warning peaPd— " Thy fears 
From thy unholy works arise : 
Destroy thy writings, and be wise." 

" Unearthly visitor ! if fury 
Be not thy mission, I adjure thee, 
Tell me, can aught of earth or heaven 
Blot out the thoughts I've madly given 
To foster fiends ?— Speak ! I implore thee- 
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They're in eternity before me !" 

" You cannot call one thought away, 

But you may think again, and— prat/. 99 
Hush'd was the elemental strife— 

The student felt returning life, 

Mild radiance in the east appearing, 

And dawning Hope his spirit cheering. 

He was in pray'r when day return'd, 

And ere it clos'd, his books were burn'd. 

He found the Friend so deeply wrong'd, 

Who yet in pity had prolong'd 

His worthless days. To Him alone 

Henceforth he liv'd ; and, to atone 

As best he might for mischief done, 

Each occupation he forsook 

That dar'd not face the Holy Book ; 

Studying to win true Virtue's prize, 

And teach his race to reach the skies : 

Nor did he stay to count the cost 

Of scorn incurr'd, or fortune lost ; 

Too well he knew none really lose, 

Who honestly that Wisdom choose 

Whose ways are ways of pleasantness, 

And all her paths, the paths of peace. 
And thus must each from evil sever, 

Who would not pine in woe for ever. 
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WISDOM. 

I ask not riches, gracious Lord ! 

Nor poVr, nor length of days — 
1 ask the Wisdom of Thy Word, 

I ask to know Thy ways ; 
That I may find that life of peace, 
Though here begun, not here to cease. 

For where can happiness be found 

Apart from sacred themes ? 
What are the joys that else abound, 

But fleeting traitor-dreams 
That vanish with our parting breath, 
And leave us to despair in death ! 

Thy servant Solomon, of yore, 
Sought Wisdom at Thy hand — 

Thou gavest it, and, with it, more 
Of wealth and wide command 

Than ever man till then had known, 

Or ever since hath grac'd a throne. 

Yet, not a joy that he could seek, 

The eye of sense to please, 
But ' vain and vexing* prov'd, and weak 

To yield the spirit ease : 
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All he possessed were but an ill, 
If Wisdom had not lov'd him still. 

Bid Wisdom, then, thou bounteous God ! 

Receive me for her own, 
And, when Life's chequerM paths are trod, 

Conduct me to Thy throne ; 
That I may with my brethren be, 
And join with them in praising Thee ! 



THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

Oh ! let me dream that dream again ! 

When, by an Angel form caress'd, 
I listened to the sweetest strain 

That ever flowM from Seraph breast. 

Let me again behold those eyes 

That lately on Earth's fragile child, 

Though radiant as their native skies, 
In tenderest affection smil'd. 

On that pure bosom let me lean, 
And hear again those notes of love 

That told me of the joys serene, 
PreparM for favor'd souls above. 
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Oh ! why, fair Guardian ! hast thou left 
The spirit thou didst stoop to bless, 

To wake and find itself bereft 
Of all its new-born happiness ! 

And yet, methinks I hear thee still, 
Hear thee in gracious accents say, 

" Mortal ! 'tis not my Master's will 
That I with thee on earth should stay : 

" And, lest on me thou lavish praise 
Due only to His Name divine, 

I bid thee thine affections raise 
Far higher — to my God and thine. 

" For though my blissful hours are spent 
In sweetly serving Him and thee, 

I hail not yet the bright event 

When thou wilt mount and follow me. 

" A life of trial 'neath the skies, 
With thee, as yet, but in its dawn, 

Awaits thee e'er thy soul can rise 
To realms of ever smiling morn. 
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" And oft, when wearied in thy race, 
Or battling with Life's troubled sea, 

'Twill be my part to hide my face, 
Though still to love and hope for thee : 

" For 'tis not given me to know, 

While yet thy God is proving thee, 
Whether eternal weal or woe 
Thy future destiny shall be. 

" But when He bids me to return, 
And all thy drooping pow'rs sustain, 

With what delight my breast shall burn, 
To lead thee forth in peace again ! 

" E'en as I minister'd to One, 

In dark Gethsemane of old, 
Who, fainting, cried * Thy will be done ! ' 

While from His pores the life-blood roll'd. 

" But now I vanish from thy sight, 
Although thy Guardian Angel still — 

Oh ! be it mine to wing thy flight, 
Ere long, to Zion's Holy Hill P 
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THE CLOISTER. 

The Cloister, a resting-place for Genius — darkened by the 
drapery of Time — Moonlight meditation in the Cloisters of 
Westminster Abbey — The passing Chime — The hour of Man — 
The buried past, since the hour of Adam — its varied records on 
the Cycles of Creation— Responsibility of Genius— A voice from 
the Tomb — Return to Reality — Imagination should be kept in 
check — The Scene changed— Other Cloisters — Christ's Hospital — 
its intrinsic worth — its Monastic Predecessors not to be 
regretted — The ' Blues/ supposed to be every way more 
'wholesome' than ' Grey* or any other colored 'Friars' — A few 
of the Writer's reminiscenses— the gratitude of a Blue for past 
advantages — present thriving state of the admirable Institution ; 
fulfilling the pious hopes of its Royal Founder, Edward the 
Sixth — a Nursery of Virtue, as well as of the Muses — a 
Training School for the World, and the World its debtor — 
The great comparison : the former School, where Man instructed 
Man; — the present one, named after Christ, and taught of 
Him: — the result; a God-like liberty, which should ever be 
cherished as dearer than life itself. 

Dark Vista ! opening forth to pensive eyes 
Dead dreams that sleep, till thou dost bid them rise 
And waft the living to the dreamy shore 
Where babbling tides of life are heard no more ! 
Softly I tread thy misty avenues, 
Sadly I gaze, yet pleasurably muse 
Beneath the sombre roof by Genius rear'd — 
Genius, in life unknown, in death rever'd — 
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Here, 'neath the canopy himself did spread, 
The mystic being sought his silent bed, 
When tirM of earth, and seeking from its view 
To hide for ever : then came Time and drew 
Around the shadows of a kindly gloom ; 
And year by year he visits the cold room, 
Fringing its walls with many a dusky shred 
Wove from their own decay — meet curtains for the dead. 
Oh fearful pleasure ! on some spell-bound night, 
When not a cloud dares glance upon the light 
The vestal moon, disrob'd, but ever chaste, 
Pours forth to lay the powers of darkness waste- 
When not a star dares hide its sparkling ray, 
While Night's proud Queen usurps the throne of day — 
When not a breath dares venture on the air, 
Till meet to face the spotless watchers there — 
And not a thought dares issue from the heart 
If mortal foulness touch the slightest part. 
Oh fearful joy ! at such a hallowM time 
To pace the Abbey Cloisters, till the chime 
Bursts from the silver'd turret, to proclaim 
An hour was born, but died without a name 
To mark it from the rest of shapeless things 
That hourly seek Oblivion's brooding wings ! 
A moment, startled by the boding sound, 
A moment cast a timorous look around, 

c 
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Then think of Man, plac'd by his Sovereign Lord 

On earth's broad dial, bidden to record 

Each point that marks his circling race, till back 

Return'd with speed to where its opening track 

Commenc'd, it strikes its cadence on the goal, 

And bears its history on its funeral knoll. 

And oh ! what histories those notes have told, [roll'd ! 

Since first from Heav'n Time's mighty wheels were 

What chronicles have sped their way to God, 

Since the first index pass'd earth's dotted sod ! 

Some mark'd the twilight, some the noon-tide hours ; 

Some born to faint, and some to dazzling pow'rs ; 

But all of equal moment in their race, 

And all requir'd to run with rigid pace. 

Say, then, departed shades of Genius ! say, 

Ye whose career lay through meridian day ! 

Did e'er ye dare to stumble in your light, 

And those ye should have led, throw down in night ? 

Oh direful ! if he did, and better far, 

Had each been born a feeble little star, 

To follow meekly in your glimmering sphere, 

Till suns and systems dwelt no longer here, 

But, gather'd round their Maker's new-orb'd throne, 

Needed your fadeless light to aid their own : — 

Better by far, ye had been born unseen 

Beneath the midnight's overshadowing screen-* 
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Nay— better were it not to live at all, 

Than scale the fiery heav'ns, turn black, and fall ! 

But, whilst the secrets of the past I scan, 
The echoing vaults reply, " Presumptuous Man I 
Take thou thy lesson from the vocal dead, 
Awoke to speech by thy disturbing tread ! 
Correct thine own pulsations whilst they beat, 
Nor let them flag with cold, nor rage with heat ; 
But keep them temperM at the genial shrine 
On whose warm altars prayer and praise combine 
In ever-fragrant ofFrings. So shalt thou, 
Upheld by Him to whom all ages bow, 
March nobly onward with unswerving course, 
Thyself the proof of Truth's resistless force." 

Yes, truthful monitor ! I thank thee well, 
And dread thee not, since thou dost friendly tell 
How Man may journey faithful to the end, 
And never long beneath temptation bend. 
Fain would I walk by thine unerring guides, 
And learn, by them, the slow or hasty strides 
To spur or check, as needed for control, 
And numbering at the last a perfect whole. 
This is the work of prai/r and praise alone — 
How true the words that Fancy woke from stone !— 
But now I banish Fancy's witching train, 
And call the real to my aid again ; 
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For not without its danger is that spell 

Which I, romantic being, love so well : 

And yet, with all my love for the bright Maid, 

I'd rather drop to that unhappy grade 

Which never rose to reason,— rather be 

Bound idiot all my days, and after, free, 

Than creep through life, a pining moonstruck Sage, 

Too feeble in its conflict to engage. 

And thanks to thee, thou noble Cloister'd Home ! 
Where my young thoughts were nurtur'd, and might 

roam 
In visions, not of past, but future days, 
(For Youth delights but in prospective gaze,) 
Without the hazard that their dazzling flight 
Should weave a blindness o'er the moral sight — 
Weave what it might of sweet Enchantment's spell, 
Soon was it broken by the clamorous bell 
That said, in tones too plain to be mistaken, 
Matters of fact must never be forsaken. 
Hear this, ye dreamers who deplore the loss 
Of Friars Grey,* (or Black) of bead and cross, 

* " It remained, however, to procure houses for the reception of the 
poor, distressed and thriftless objects for whom the provision had been made. 
In the case of Christ's Hospital, this desideratum was supplied by a confirma- 
tion of the Grant of Henry VUL, whereby the Monastery of the Grey 
Friars had been given to the City for the relief of the ~Yoor."—TroUope't 
History of Christ s Hospital. 
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Bald pates and sackcloth, ashes and refection, 

With now and then, to overlay perfection, 

That fine-spun tissue, Supererogation, 

A curious over-all when dirt was fashion ! 

Visit your Grey-friars now ; yell find them Blues, 

Begrim'd with nothing but the wholesome hues 

The sky's free azure and the earth's pure stores 

Paint on the face that joyfully adores 

The Giver of all good. — Refection bell 

May still be heard — but, what a jovial swell ! 

Some think it finer than the Grammar tones ; 

(Not the Gregorian) yet, in truth it owns 

One clapper only, whether set to call 

Its romping auditors to School or Hall : 

Therefore 'tis clear, the magic of its hammer 

Depends on taste for dinner or for grammar. 

In case you ask me, I may say at once, 

My taste so palpably betray'd the dunce, 

I never could see why I was a fool 

(Though often told it) to despise the School. 

If I lov'd learning, 'twas without my books : 

I much preferred to read a mortal's looks ; 

To measure character by my own rule, 

And dot it down, Wise, Noble, Knave, or Fool. 

Christ's Hospital supplied a world in small ; 

Therefore Christ's Hospital be thank'd for all : 
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Latin and Greek it gave ; but, botheration ! 

Little I kept, save, perhaps, the derivation 

Of some omnific word ; or else the names 

Of worthies who have set the heav'ns in flames, 

Or otherwise amus'd themselves — or lives 

Of Gods and Goddesses, Muses and magic Wives. 

But, to be serious, as indeed I should, 
I've thee to thank for many a lasting good, 
Thou Royal House ! lov'd Edward's rich bequest, 
Ere his philanthropy was call'd to rest. 
Long may thy Cloisters echo to the sound 
Of guileless mirth ; and never be they found 
Again the dark receptacle of those 
Who shun the light of life, to flinch its woes : 
But, as they now afford the happy boy 
A timely shelter for himself and toy, 
When the sky blackens and the rain descends ; 
So, when in after-life his way he wends 
Through storms that deluge the ill-nurtur'd soul, 
May he be seen secure in self-control, 
And stedfast to each cherish'd virtue still, 
Spite of pretended good, or threaten'd ill. 
Thus may the world continue to be blest 
With new-nerv'd Champions, as the Elders rest, 
To show how righteous discipline in youth, 
Rears warriors invincible for Truth ; 
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And prove the triumph of that better School, 
Where Christ is Head, and teaches His own rule, 
As sons of God should learn it — not as slaves, 
Driv'n by Tradition to dishonored graves. 



MUSIC. 

When the Poet's eye is clouded, 
And its fiery beams expire ; 

When his soul in gloom is shrouded — 
Then let Music strike the lyre ! 

When his heart forgets the gladness 
Known in Rapture's brighter day ; 

When he sinks in deathlike sadness- 
Then let Music wake the lay ! 

• When, beneath Life's conflict bending, 

All the soul's bright prospects fade ; 
When fell thoughts the breast are rending- 

Heav'nly Music ! lend thine aid ! 
When the Christian Warrior bleeding, 

Wounded by the shafts of Sin, 
Feels the life of Hope receding — 

Let thy sacred charm begin ! 
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Then the Poet's eye shall brighten, 

And its fires shall live again — 
Then his glowing soul will lighten — 

Kindled by thy hallow'd strain : 
Then thy hymns of triumph, swelling, 

Shall the drooping Warrior raise, 
Ev'ry gloomy fear dispelling, 

Till his grief be lost in praise. 



HEAVEN. 

" WHERE ABE PLEASURES FOB EVERMORE." 



Think of the charms that Summer yields, 
Its nectar *d fruits, and golden fields, 

Soft airs and vocal trees ; 
Its sunny banks, and balmy fiow'rs, 
Its crystal rills, and shady bow'rs, — 

And Heav'n surpasses these ! 

Think of the soul-inspiring pow'r 
That breathes in Moonlight's holy hour, 

Wafting Man's thoughts to bliss : — 
Graze on the blue expanse of night 
Gemm'd by a myriad worlds of light, — 

And Heav'n outshineth this ! 
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Think of the most enchanting theme 
That Youth can weave, or Poet dream, 

Or bright-eyed Fancy call ; 
The joys that purest lovers feel, — 
The most that Rapture can reveal, — 

And Heav'n surpasses all ! 



HELL. 



"WHERE THEIR WORM D1ETH NOT, AND THE FIRE 



IS NOT QUENCHED. 



t» 



Think of a grave beneath the spray, 
Where Monsters fasten on their prey, 

And gnaw, but cannot kill ; — 
Or prison *d life in loathsome cell, 
Where nought but deadly reptiles dwell,— 

And Hell's more horrid still ! 

Embedded in volcanic fire, 
Forbidden either to expire, 

Or flee the boiling tomb — 
Oh ! this were terrible to bear ! 
And yet lost spirits can declare, 

Hell hath a fiercer doom ! 
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Join all the scenes of blood and pain, 
Destruction's foulest haunts contain— 

Disease and murders fell ; — 
Nay, seek sepulchral horrors too, 
Their spectres and corruptions woo, — 

For all are fair, to Hell. 



AN ADVENT HYMN. 

Soon will the gathering clouds portend 
The final gloom, when Night shall end ; 
Soon will expiring thunder roll 
Its own last peal's funereal knoll : 
And soon will lightning's vivid rays, 
Mingling in one concenter 'd blaze, 
Elumine the refulgent dawn 
Of the New World's eternal morn. 

Then shall the Prince of Light descend, 
While angel hosts His path attend — 
Rebellious foes before Him fall ; 
Hell the dread refuge of them all : 
A lake of fire without a shore, 
A pit that deepens more and more, 
From whence Despair's most piercing cry 
Will never reach the heav'nly sky. 
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The doom is past— see, rob'd in white, 
Un-number'd myriads wing their flight, 
Angels and Saints — immortals all — 
Before the throne of God to falL 
Hark ! how the crystal Temple rings 
With paeans to the King of Kings ! 
Triumphant bursts the blissful chant, 
No night ! no tears ! no pain ! no want ! 



AUTHORSHIP, 

NOT OUT OF DATE. 

To one who dissuaded the Author from writing, on the ground 
that the multitude of good books already in existence, admitted 
neither an opening nor a necessity for present Authorship. 

'Tis true, my Friend, that we abound 
In writings of the good and great ; 

But why should this be deem'd a ground, 
Our modern Scribes to under-rate ? 

Till you can limit population, 

And Ribaldry's foul weeds uproot, 

'Twere wrong to check the emulation 
That sows the seed of better fruit. 
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The Printer* 8-devil must be fed 
By stealth, if not by honest trade ; 

And, till all printed Sin lies dead, 
The DeviVs Printer will be paid. 



And, if the Spirits of the past 
Did to such lofty state attain,— 

What is it, but a mound upcast, 
That we a higher post should gain ? 

The Enemy is in the field 

With us, as with our honor'd sires, 
And much would give, to see us yield 

Their bastions and their beacon-fires- 



Yea, much he gives, to swell his host, 
To pay his friends and bribe his foes : 

Nor counts it dear to plant a post, 
Although on hills of gold it rose. 

Up ! then, ye Sons of mental might ! 

The highest watch-tow'r boldly tread ; 
Add strength to strength, and height to height, 

Till Heav'n at last shall crown each head ! 
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Shall it be said " The work is done, 
And none will heed thy feeble hand ?" 

That were to say " The battle's won, 
And Life itself is at a stand." 



And then, indeed, our fathers' heaps 
Of costly stores, and vantage ground, 

May serve Life's army as it sleeps, 
For Mausoleums, trophy-crown'd. 

But is it so ? Nay, each one lives 
And moves in his allotted sphere, 

And recreant he, who vantage gives, 
Or fears his foe, or drops his spear. 

And though the field is serried o'er 
With Champions eager for the prize, 

Crowds make it neither less nor more 
Of easy access to the wise. 

'Tis want of discipline alone, 

Jostles the Man, and mars his pow'r ; 
But once his true position known, 

Hell find a sword to suit his hour. 
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As in the battle-field— though hosts 
One object seek, one march pursue, — 

There's room enough for all, and posts 
There are of honor for the true. 

Up ! then, ye Sons of mental might ! 

The highest watch-tow'r boldly tread ; 
Add strength to strength, and height to height, 

Till Heav'n itself shall crown each head ! 



IN MEMORY OF 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

Precocious Minstrel ! tho* from many lyres 
Thy name hath quiver'd forth in votive lays, 

Another wakes, to mourn th' unchasten'd fires 
That with too early sorrow sear'd thy days. 

Yes ! Grief too early fasten'd on thy frame, 
Ere it was nerv'd to bear the weight of life — 

This was thy chief mishap, to catch the flame 
Of conquest, whilst unequal to the strife :— 

That frame lies vanquish 'd — let the raging Foe 
Feast on whatever weaknesses were thine ; 

His tribute paid, when, from the scene of woe, 
Thy spirit fled to Christ's protecting Shrine ! 
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LINES WRITTEN DURING A THUNDER 

STORM. 

Great Leader of Heav'n's warring powers ! 
Whilst through the air Thy tempest scours, 

Permit a creature of Thy hand 
To tune the grateful lyre, 

Hymning Thee gracious as Thou'rt grand ! 
Parch'd were our fields with sultry heat, 
Weakly our languid pulses beat, 

Till Thou didst bid Thy flooding ranks 
Go quench the blighting fire, 

And wake again the voice of thanks. 

Weakness, or wickedness of soul 
May quail beneath Thy battle-roll, 

Teaching the timid, or the vile, 
To dread th' electric strife ; 

But blest are they who meekly smile, 
And, sweetly musing 'midst the roar 
Of HeavVs artillery, adore 

The Word that wills their rage shall cease, 
And to refreshed life 

Bids the bright sun return in peace. 
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Oh Man ! the image of this God 
Who shakes Earth's pillars with a nod ! 

Knowest thou not thy Father's voice, 
Or tremblest at it still, 

Like slaves who fear, while sons rejoice ? 
Remember, thou must see the day 
When Heav'n and Earth shall melt away, 

And vocal thunders call the dead 
To mount the Heavnly Hilly 

Or seek the Fiery River's bed ! 



THE MUSE IN SEARCH OF A MINSTREL. 

Children of Earth ! ye of the nobler sort, 

Whose aspirations bear ye up to Heav'n, 

There, in its glorious blaze, to gild your souls, 

That, by their light, Pilgrims o'er Nature's waste 

May struggle forward, toiling for the day 

Of restoration, such as Milton sang, 

And God's own Spirit prompted : — ye whose themes 

Are Paradise, and Man, the crowning work 

Of Wisdom match'd alone by matchless Love ; 

With ' whatsoever things are beautiful,' 

By whatsoever Poet of your race 
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Impassionately chanted to the lays 
Attun'd by me— to you I say, hold on 
Your shining course, regardless of the rust 
That shrouds the sordid worldling in a tomb 
Of canker'd earth, however golden once :— t 
Hold on, nor think high souls are wanting ever, 
To cheer ye on your way. Though Mammon stalk 
The land that once so honor'd me, and you, 
Ye spirits of my choice, deem not our day 
Of glory past, for that can never be : 
Eternal Truth begat me, and of mine, 
Not one true child hath miss*d his high reward, 
Or ever shall. Though Envy and Distrust 
Long time may revel in their sinking state, 
Bas'd but on tottfring falsehood, hosts there are, 
Increasing hosts, * who have not bow'd the knee 
To Baal,' these shall ever sally forth, 
A glorious band, to tread their fathers' steps, 
And plant the banners of the Good and True 
On Heaven's highest battlements. With these 
Go forth and conquer, and the diadem 
Of victory is yours. But, since the strife 
Against your world, and Spirits of a lower, 
Without immediate vantage, were unequal ; 
Thus honor'd shall he* be, whose votive lyre 
Most skilfully inspires the tuneful legion, 

D 
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And best advances Virtue's holy cause :— 

A fadeless wreath, amongst the sons of Men, 

Shall crown his brow, whilst Fame, with Silver trump, 

Loudly proclaims him " Minstrel of the Muse." 

Bring, then, your offerings, ye noble youths ! 
My spotless altars will receive them well ; 
Their fragrance bear to my abode of bliss, 
And in return, pour blessings on your heads ! 

Children of Earth t ye of less heavenly frame !— 
But wrongly so, since not by destiny 
Inferior to your brethren — seek the joys 
That spring from hopes immortal. Hopes ye have, 
Delusive though they be, and like the sparks 
The unsuspecting child delights to see 
Brightening the sky above him, till they fall, 
And for a moment, ere themselves expire, 
Feed, demon-like, upon the blackening corse. 
Say not, your natures are unkindly tun'd, 
And cannot beat in unison with God, 
And God's sublime Creation : — not a Spirit 
Now breathing the pure ether of the skies, 
But might have claim'd like frailties with your own, 
Extenuating an ignoble life 
By pleas yet more ignoble : but too well 
They knew ' God made Man perfect,' and preserv'd 
The seeds of Eden's loveliness, to bloom 
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Transplanted in a fairer Paradise 

Even than that by Man so foully blighted. 

Seek, then, for flow'rs perennial ; not for toys 

That perish, and consume the hand that grasps them : 

Seek to regain the glories once your own : 

Live to the Skies, and Earth will loose her hold, 

Rendering homage where she now enslaves. 

" Have thou dominion" the Commission ran, 

When first Creation was assigned to Man — 

'• Live in subjection" the Arch^empter cries, 

" Serve fleeting pleasures, ere tney pass away." 

The choice is yours, though Satan gives ye none — 
Dominion now, is freedom everlasting ; 
Subjection now, is endless slavery ! 



THE ABSENT ONE; 

ON THE RATIFICATION OF HER BAPTISMAL VOWS. 

The dance is set, the music flows, 
The festive hall with lustre gleams ; 

And ev'ry breast with rapture glows, 
And ev'ry eye with pleasure beams. 
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Yet there is one amid the throng 

Of Beauty's daughters, who would seem 

To prove this fair description wrong, 
And baseless as the shadowy dream : 



For though she smiles, the thoughtful eye 
May trace the pangs that lurk within 

When Genius lays her laurels by, 
Reluctant, Folly's weeds to win. 

% 

And though she sweeps the breathing lyre 
With Inspiration's magic finger, 

That brow betrays a nobler fire 
Than deigns in Fashion's haunts to linger. 

No senseless laugh — no bitter sneers — 
No vapid compliments are hers ; — 

Her only flash of scorn appears 
When flattery its tale prefers. 

And when inflated pride is charm'd 
To find itself Attraction's spot, 

She can behold it unalarm'd— - 
She pities, but she envies not : 
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For well she recollects how few 

But, by a hood-wink*d judgment swayM, 

Are loudest in their praise, whose due 
Is farthest from the homage paid. 

Swiftly the restless moments flee, 
Like the short life that Genius gives ; 

And soon her fav'rite Child is free — 
Bright are the heav'ns ! — again she lives. 

***** 

Onward some fleeting months have rolTd, 

Reckless to greet Oblivion's tide — 
Again the revel I behold, 

In all its pomp, and all its pride. 

But where is she who struck the lyre, 
When last these stately halls I trod ? — 

Where is the brow whose noble fire 
Bespoke the finger-trace of God ? — 

Yes— she hath learn'd that He who made 
And bless'd her, claims her for His own !— 

What marvel, then, that she obeyM 
His voice, and lives to Him alone ? 
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Oh ! it were well, ye fairy things ! 

And you, ye souls of sturdier sort ! 
Ere yet your youth's etherial springs 

Dry up, that ye your end were taught : 



And not alone to know, but wear 
Those tokens of your high degree, 

Which to the sons of men declare 
* Sons of the Living God are ye !' 

And will ye waste your rich estate— 
And will ye so the idiot play, 

As rest content to learn, too late, 
Ye've pip'd and danc'd it ail away ? 

Not so the Child of Wisdom learns 
The purpose of her sojourn here : 

From such insanity she turns, 

Nor stoops to note the scoffer's jeer. 

But think not she hath cast aside 
The graces that to youth belong ; 

Think not she spurns the rolling tide 
Of Melody's inspiring song : 
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For with the burning Seraphim, 

(Her co-mates for a future day) 
She tunes the lyre, she wakes the hymn, 

And pours to Heav'n the grateful lay. 



Still she enjoys the charms of life- 
She plucks the rose, but leaves the thorn 

For those who court the fever'd strife 
Of health destroy'd, and pleasure gone. 

She severs not the holy ties 
Of human fellowship and love — 

Nay, but her best affections rise 

More prompt and pure, like those above : 

And all her energies of mind 

Expand to prove her happy choice ; 

Duties, pursuits, and hopes refin'd, 
Bid her in lasting peace rejoice. 

For in that conflict with the world, 
Which spoke her true nobility, 

Delusion from her throne she hurl'd, 
And won the real tranquillity. 
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And though at times may Sorrow bend 
The souls that war with Satan's legions. 

They have a sure abiding Friend, 
Dwelling in yon celestial regions : 

He is their Father — He, their Guide — 
And, till Omnipotence can fail, 

'Gainst them, whatever may betide, 
The gates of Hell shall ne'er prevail. 



SUNSET, EVti, AND NIGHT. 

Yon golden Sun is setting, 
Its rays but faintly shine, 

And, lengthen'd shades begetting, 
Announce bright Day's decline. 

The vesper bells are ringing- 
How hallowing the sound ! 

The Evening birds are singing — 
All else is hush'd around. 

The Summer-star is glowing 
From out its world of peace ; 

And man, his toil foregoing, 
Joys in his sweet release. 
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Each tender flow'r is sleeping — 

The timid fawn's at rest — 
Heav'n's pitying dews are weeping 

O'er Earth's day-fever'd breast. 

Now from afar is shining 

Pale Cynthia's borrow'd light, 
And lovely Eve, declining, 

Gives place to sombre Night. 



EUTHANASIA. 

Oh ! I would sleep to an Organ-strain, 

And never wake to this earth again ; 

I'd float on a Diapason's breath 

To the Heav'ns, nor feel one pang of Death ! 

And I'd rest my last receding smile 
And my fleeting gaze on the shadowy aisle ; 
And the tombs should deliver their costly stores, 
To be my companions to radiant shores. 

And Angels of love, in a minstrel band, 
Should wing us forth to their balmy land, 
Till the earthly Temple were lost to sight, 
And we were adoring in realms of light ! 
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A FRAGMENT. 

Is it true that no traces of Eden remain- 
That all its enchantments are o'er ?— 

It may be, when Melody ceases her strain, 
When Moonlight, and Love are no more. 



A DIALOGUE. 

Common Sense. 

Since Poets and Paupers are nearly the same, 
How silly, to think about living on Fame ! 

Uncommon Sense. 

What matters, to him who is all in a flame ? — 
Let him die in a garret, and live in a name ! 
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HOLT INFLUENCES. 

Suggested by a stroll round the walls and outskirts of the 
City of York, on a lovely Sabbath Evening, after having attended 
the Cathedral Service in the Minster ; and being attracted, on 
returning at nightfall, towards a neat cottage where several 
sweet voices, aided by a slight instrumental accompaniment, 
were engaged in singing a Hymn to the Tune, 'Sicilian,' before 
retiring to rest. 

As around York's mighty Fane 
Peals the Organ's glowing strain — 
As the swelling Anthems rise 
Like an ofFring to the skies, 
Vocal with Jehovah's praise 
Chanted forth in grateful lays — 
Sweetly wrapt, in thought I stand 
List'ning to the Angel-band 
Day and night hosannahs pouring, 
HeavVs Eternal King adoring. 
Soon no trace of earth remains 
Untransfigur'd. Sunny plains, 
(Where no night hath flung its shade- 
Where no floVr hath learn'd to fade,) 
Now their rainbow-glories shed, 
O'er the teinted window spread ; 
And the wreath-crown'd columns seem, 
In the beatific dream, 
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Like tall forest-boughs to wave, 
Changing the receding nave 
To a grove of Paradise, 
Where Heav'n's choral sacrifice 
Breathes its hallow'd minstrelsy, 
Onward swept from tree to tree. 

But, 'tis over — Hymns of gladness 
All are hush'd, and solemn sadness 
Shrouds in gloom the soaring heart, 
As the gathering throngs depart, 
Proving, by their trifling mien, 
Though inspiring was the scene, 
Join'd with rites divinely fair, 
True Religion dwelt not there. 



'Tis the rapturous hour of Eve, 
Crowds and Cities let me leave ; 
Music, such as Zephyrs play, 
Sacred to departing day ; 
Glories, such as gild the West 
When the Sun retires to rest, 
Let my ravish 'd senses greet, 
Let my tongue such charms repeat. 

Oh ! 'tis sweet, time-hallow'd York ! 
Round thy battlements to walk 
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'Midst a Sabbath Evening's bliss, 
On an Evening calm as this ; 
Grateful to recall the past, 
And the present to contrast, 
In its peaceful vesper-chimes, 
With the woes of by-gone times, 
When the din of clashing arms 
Join'd its discord with alar'ms 
Bellowing forth their horrid tales, 
Carnage — Death — and Widows' wails : — 
Sweet to glory in the blaze 
Flash M by Sol's declining rays 
Over casements, roofs and spires, 
Scath'd no more by battle-fires ; 
Bed-ting'd pathways to behold, 
Not with bloody but hues of gold 
From the flush'd horizon darted, 
Glimpses, as it were, imparted 
To unveil to human eyes, 
Teints of Eden's fairer skies. 

But the last faint ray hath fled, 
And another day lies dead : 
Still the Minster hails my sight, 
In the moonbeam's silvery light ; 
While to Heav'n it rears its crests, 
'Neath its wings the City rests, 
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" Holy Influences" revealing. — 
Hark I again there's Music stealing 
Through the turret-portals ! — No, 
Not so far its Anthems flow, 
Nor so late — but hark ! again — 
Louder bursts the grateful strain !— 
Yes, 'tis Cottage adoration, 
Hymning HeavVs own modulation, 
While in sweet Sicilian lavs 
Breathes the Evensong of praise.— 
Who shall view those happy forms, 
(Knit by that pure love which warms 
Seraph-breasts before the throne 
Of the God their praises own,) 
As around that lowly shrine 
Kindred hearts and lips combine 
To rehearse, while yet below, 
Joys that few but Angels know ; 
And their solemn cadence blending 
With the day thus sweetly ending, 
Who shall hear — yet dare declare, 
" True Religion dwells not there!" 
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THE BIBLE, THE GUIDE TO HAPPINESS. 

WRITTEN AFTER ATTENDING A MEETING OF THE 
BRITISH AND FOREIGN BIBLE ASSOCIATION. 

No happiness in dissipation — The Bible, the loftiest theme 
for Intellect — pointing to a glorious future — Disseminators of 
the Gospel — A mysterious Volume, containing, in small compass, 
the History of Eternity— We are to believe more than we can 
wnderttand — The Heathen — New Zealand Massacre — Christianity 
can tame a Savage — and fertilize the Desert — The Christian 
Warrior — A pattern for a Monarch — Act as well as admire the 
lofty character — Who are the Noble? — A hint to the self- 
conceited — The Cannibal has discovered a remedy for Vice — the 
Drama has only shown its ' true deformity.* An illustrious 
Witness — Vindication of Missionary Enterprize — Christianity, 
the Wealth of Nations, and of Individuals — An Eastern Scene— 
A Mahometan's appreciation of the Bible — indifference of many 
Englishmen — Selfishness, the destruction of principle— its awful 
results — The Bible cannot safely be dismissed from the heart- 
Apostrophe to England. 

Thousands of human beings nightly toil 
For Pleasure's path, in London's mazy soil, 
Thinking to trace it in the beaten way 
That leads to votive temples, where the gay 
And thoughtless sacrifice without a pang 
Each faculty to Sin's insatiate fang. 
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But though the Hell-born Goddess spreads her charms 

And warring Conscience for a time disarms, 

Soon her blind victims see the painful trash [flash : — 

They've worshipped, when the Truth's broad lightnings 

Painful they find it, to their bitter cost, 

When all their pow'rs of serving it are lost ; 

And trash they ever prove it, at the best, 

As yielding nought on which a soul can rest. 

But, fellow pleasure-seekers, let me ask, 

(For I have also made the search my task) 

Have ye no longings for a fadeless joy 

That neither Fain nor Death can e'er destroy ? 

Feel ye no horror at the dismal curse 

That follows Vice, the worldling and his hearse ? 

If not, ye'll have no wit to comprehend 

The high delights that Virtue's path attend. 

Yet turn a moment from your fever'd race, 

And lend your presence in another place, 

Where, if ye will, ye may at once discern 

The way of happiness — at least may learn 

That thronging multitudes, from either pole, 

Have found it, and are hastening to the goal ; 

Whilst your ephemeral ranks are left behind, 

Content to wait for the approaching wind 

Of desolation, with impetuous rage, 

To sweep them hourly from their floating stage. 
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Of this assertion, for most ample proof, 
We bid you to Minerva's classic roof,* 
Where Literature, and Art display the store 
Of all that Sons of Intellect adore. 
And truly, Intellect doth hold to-night 
A feast beyond the brightest revel bright — 
And truly, Literature can boast, this eve, 
A feat beyond the Drama to achieve, 
Which * shews to Vice her true deformity,' 
But cannot lessen its enormity. 
For here we meet to celebrate the fame 
Of a Great Author's Book — that Author's name, 
Jehovah, who hath travell'd to the deep 
Of Chaos, waking from oblivious sleep 
A myriad worlds of Spirit, Life, and Thought, 
To ponder o'er the works Himself hath wrought :— 
Yes, and amid the wonders of His ways, 
He joys to make His readers share the praise 
Of His own excellence. For Angels read, 
And flutter with delight to find their meed 
Of glory in the rapturous flights of love 
And works of bliss assigned to them above : 
Man also reads, and views the teeming earth 
i Replete with grace, magnificence, and worth : 

* The Literary Institution, at which the Meeting was held. 

E 
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But as he reads, the glowing records swell 

His ravish'd soul to ecstacy, and tell 

How mean the brightest gems he now beholds, 

To those his future dwelling-place unfolds ! — 

That though His Author bids him reign alone, 

Monarch of all below, a house and throne 

* Not made with hands, eternally in Heaven' 

To all who honor Him, shall yet be given. 

Such then, the Book ; and such the Author's name; 

And we, the subjects, now the praise proclaim 

Of both : and surely Intellect, nor mind, 

Nor Literature, nor Art can ever find 

The climax of their pow'rs in any course 

Other than this, from whence they take their source. 

But, let us listen, while the Sacred Page 
Speaks its own witness to each wond'ring age. 
See, round yon platform rang'd, a little band, 
A digit of the overshadowing hand 
That God hath ever rais'd, His Work to shield 
From the fierce furies of Earth's battle-field. 
(For, strange to say, fall'n Man hath ever stood 
With Satan leagued against Man's only good.) 
And now the foremost rises to declare 
The glorious purpose that hath brought them there; — 
Tis to convey to Home and Foreign Lands, 
In every tongue, the Omnipotent^ commands*- 
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His grace and love, and covenant of peace — 

All He hath will'd, the captive to release, 

To bind the broken heart, to vanquish Death, 

To quench the raging Curse's fiery breath, 

Restore the outcasts of the human race, 

And give mankind a fairer dwelling-place 

(Though at His own dear Son's tremendous cost) 

Than ever the Apostate Adam lost. 

But where's the Charter of this Mighty Cause ? 

Where are its Covenants, promises and laws ? 

Where could such high enrolments be unfurl'd, 

Or writ, or read, nor fill'd our little world ? 

For if the chronicles of Time's poor speck 

Are almost past arithmetic to reck, 

Well may wrapt Wonder startle in amaze, 

When only one small Volume she surveys, 

Yet at a glance doth hasten to declare 

* The archives of Eternity are there !' — 

And here the Author's might is seen again, 

Causing a space so narrow, to contain 

The past and future's boundless history— 

But oh ! because so great a mystery, 

Is it less true ? or will ye but believe 

Only as much as Reason can receive ? 

If so, then Reason is herself no more, 

Till ye her own recesses can explore, 
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Till ye can fathom all her living springs, 
And trace her to her^r** meanderings. 
This granted in the outset, will be found 
Good for the maladies that oft abound, 
And fright the mind most subject to disease, 
(Whene'er a Bible-mystery it sees) 
By strange distorted views, and crooked themes, 
Thinking it reasons, when it only dreams. 

But let us leave the Intellect refin 9 d\ 
For that we're pleas'd to call a savage mind ;— - 
What says New Zealand's formidable child, 
With delved and self-tortur'd features wild ? 
Listen — yon Missionary will declare, 
Though dire the narrative that claims his care. 
In that far Clime,* where England's sons have 

borne 
Both good and ill, a recent smiling morn 
Rose in bright calm o'er many a noble form 
That, ere it set, lay shrouded 'neath the storm 
Of cruel massacre : for to the shame 
Of Men call'd Christians, be it said, the flame 
Of fierce contention, by God's Word assuag'd, 
They wickedly reviv'd, until it rag'd 
Beyond its victims' power to allay, 
Nor ceas'd while one remain 'd to fall a prey. 

* New Zealand. 
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Oh ! 'twas a sick'ning spectacle, and left 
Heart-rending woes to many a soul bereft ; 
For fathers, sons, and brothers mingled there ; 
And widows, with their orphans, now despair.— 
But see I a Chieftain melted into tears ! 
What strange commotion, or what racking fears 
Can so relax that stern and dauntless brow ? — 
Talk not of fear — 'tis his as little now 
As ever— doth a heart that's taught to/eeZ, 
Make less a man than when 'tis cas'd in steel ? — 
Who loves his fellow-man will not be slow 
To sympathize with woman in her woe ;— 
But he hath lov'd his Country, and oft led 
His rugged Warriors to their gory bed ; 
And many a shaft full near his heart hath flown, 
Yet enterM not, while it remain 'd a stone. 
Since then an arrow from the King of Heaven 
That dark and stony tenement hath riven, 
Scattered the black'ning occupants of Hell, 
And shed a light where Angels now may dwell — 
That light, none other than the holiness 
Whose dews can fertilize the wilderness, 
Can melt the solid rock, bid valleys rise, 
And Nature's waste claim kindred with the skies. 
But how, ye ask, could holiness be found 
Thriving in beauty on New Zealand ground ? 
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What talismanic charm could so renew 

The soil where nought but deadly poisons grew, 

Till recently ? — Already ye have heard 

The glorious Agent's name — Jehovah's Word — 

The Christian's Bible, by himself convey'd — 

To that be all the wond'ring homage paid. 

But some, perhaps, may not the beauty see 

Of pow'rs that make a Noble Warrior flee 

The scene of carnage. Yet it will be own*d 

That Warrior sits in high estate enthron'd, 

Who gains a victory, and holds a sway, 

Not o'er the petty champions of a day, 

From their proud eminence so quickly hurl'd, 

But o'er himself, the Devil, and the World. 

Then let us to the narrative return, 

Our Chieftain's part, and cause of grief to learn. 

The servants of the Lord, 'twould seem, when first 

They to his tribes their Master's laws rehears'd, 

Supplied their leader with the Mighty Code 

Whence all his future rules of conduct flowM : 

And as they taught, the Spirit lent His aid ; 

The Savage listen'd, trembled, lovM, and pray*d — 

The Sacred Oracles at once believ'd, 

And soon their precepts for his own receiv'd. 

In them he saw Redemption's gracious plan, 

And read his duty both to God and Man : 
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There, too, he found, and copied with delight, 

A pattern for a Ruler, in his might : 

To him the Monarch ' after God's own heart' 

Examples so attractive did impart 

Of kingly excellence, that he esteem'd 

The honor most exalting, to be deem'd 

Like him, if but in name, and hence besought, 

On being by baptismal cov'nant brought 

Into the fold of Christ, that he might take 

The name of David King, for David's sake. 

And is there nothing but emotion here, 
Offspring of theories to Fancy, dear, 
Though little lov'd in practice ? — Let his life 
Declare — but view him at the scene of strife 
Glanc'd at a moment since ; for there he proves 
Himself the character his soul approves. 
'Tis true, with zeal he rushes to the fight, 
Though not, as late, his Warriors to incite 
To drink their foemen's blood — 'Tis true, he's arm'd, 
But not, as formerly, with deadly-charm'd 
And barbed darts, to fix the seal of Death 
Immoveable so long as ling'ring breath 
May agonize for life. The fervour now 
That swells his breast and glows upon his brow, 
And weapon that he wields (by Wisdom sent 
Fresh from the armoury of Truth) are bent 
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On rescuing blood-thirsty men from woes, 

Alike the ruin both of friends and foes. 

" Christians ! " he cries, " forbear your rash 

attempt ! 
Nor treat your Book with such insane contempt. 
And ye, my fellow-countrymen, your hands 
In blood imbrue no more : — this Book commands 
That all should * love as brethren. 9 " — But they^heed 
Nor counsel, nor entreaty, and proceed 
In maddening fury with the hellish deed 
That drowns his speech with yells upon the plain, 
Till all who woke its horrid voice are slain. 
From this sad tragedy the Chief had turn'd, 
Whilst o'er the fallen his compassion yearn'd, 
When first we marvell'd at the poignant grief 
That would not, but from tears, accept relief. 

And now, in vindication of the name 
We borrow'd from the great, to speak his fame, 
We ask, Objector ! Who's the nobler man — 
He that hath wept, or laugh'd to see the ban 
Of human peace, fell Havoc, rear its head 
In fiendish triumph o'er the mangled dead ? — 
Or, who's the nobler man ; he that would lead 
His fellow-men, like slaughter'd sheep, to bleed 
Upon the reeking earth, his murderous taste 
To glut on life-streams as they run to waste ; 



I 
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Or he, who, having learn'd a brother's claim, 
And his own failings too, looks back, with shame, 
On past atrocities ; and now, in place 
Of vaunting skill for butchering his race, 
To make a conquest, or avenge a wrong, 
(In war grown wiser) heads the infuriate throng, 
And shouts a precept ere the victims fall, 
That, but responded to, would save them all ? 

Once more, we ask, can Intellect partake 
A richer banquet, or can Science make 
A loftier flight, than when, with wings unfurl'd, 
She bears His Message, who would feast the World? — 
Here, philosophic ones ! and ye who, sure, 
Should swallow half the Ocean as a cure 
For sad inflations that so loudly tell 
How cruelly the wind some barks can swell ! — 
Ye who at home right snugly spend the week 
'Twixt Air and Steam, State-Policy and Greek, 
And, tempted by too mean a self-applause, 
Think well of none but your own little cause ; 
Here is a thought that really ought to share 
All the esteem ye from yourselves can spare : 
How great the pow'r by Literature reveal'd, 
In bidding Earth's remotest jargon yield 
A swift obedience to the dauntless pen 
Of heav'n-assisted, and gigantic Men, 
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Whom toil and danger menace but in vain, 
Whilst there's a Dialect or Soul to gain— 
Who leave each tow'ring barrier behind, 
And rest not until Babel reads ' the Mind 
Of God,' in native syllables convey'd 
Wherever Language casts her varied shade ! 
Since, therefore, lofty intellect is found 
As well on barbarous as on Attic ground, 
Should not our polish'd Schoolmen cease to boast 
Superior wisdom for a British Coast, 
While yet so much remains for them to do, 
In curing ignorance, and folly too ? 
For many a Cannibal hath learn'd to prize 
That Book which hosts of Englishmen despise ; 
And, as a simple consequence, while these 
Have spent above two hundred years at ease, 
Discussing Vice in Nature's looking-glass,* 
Made up of paper, tinsel, paint, and brass, 
The former would have thought himself a dunce, 
Had he not found the remedy at once. — 
Witness, the holiness that drew the sting 
Of vice that once deform'd our 6 David King.' 

But who is he of intellectual gaze 
Chang'd from a fire-flash to the gentler rays 

* " To hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to Nature, &c, &c." — Shakspeare. 
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That beam benignity and placid rest 

O'er the firm brow of Manhood ? Robe and vest 

That tell of Syria's gorgeous clime he wears, 

And the dark aspect of her children bears. 

Now listen, ye of England's favor'd isle 

Who make no grant to Missions but a smile 

Of negative assent to that ye deem 

Superfluous labor, whilst ye fondly dream 

Your own allegiance to the Bible paid, 

Without the utmost of your efforts made 

That precept to obey, which makes the World 

The field where Christian flags must be unfurFd, 

And etfry creature the special care 

Of all who would the Christian standard bear. 

" Oh ! where, my British friends," the Syrian cries, 

" Where were the blessings of your happy skies, 

Had the first Church of Christ thus set at nought 

Her Master's mandate, and no welfare sought 

For other than herself ? Do ye not know, 

To apostolic Mission 'tis, ye owe 

Your own unrivall'd greatness ? Mark the times 

That blot your page of history with crimes 

Barbarities and ignorances known 

In records of the early past alone : 

Compare with these your present light and wealth, 

Your many aids to spiritual health, 
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With all the gems of majesty and worth 
From ev'ry quarter of the teeming earth, 
Profusely studded in Britannia's helm, 
To blaze the glories of her boundless realm ; 
And ye shall find, the brightest jewel there 
Is Christianity, divinely fair." 

Yes, she's your richest treasure, though your waves 
Bear golden navies from Peruvian caves, 
And though the Indies pour their endless stores 
Of brilliancies, to spangle British shores— 
These treasures are but current for to-day, 
Possess'd by few, to-morrow swept away— 
Whilst the poor Cabin-boy, or meanest slave 
That toils beneath the earth, or on the wave, 
For riches he may never call his own, 
(And well for him !) may, from one Mine alone, 
(That hewn by faithful Joseph in the rock, 
To hold the Treasure that surviv'd the shock 
Of death and Hell) secure himself estates 
Eternal, in a City where the gates 
Are pearls — the streets, pure gold — with jasper wall 
Garnish'd with precious stones surpassing all. 
Such is the Croesus that Religion makes 
Of ev'ry son who of her gifts partakes ; 
And such, Oh England ! is the wondrous powV 
That marks thy prosp'rous or thy falling hour : 
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For just as heavenly Truth expands or dies, 
To that extent thy glories fall or rise. 
And art thou honor'd with so great a trust, 
To bury it unheeded in the dust ? 
Try but to do it ; and thoult find, the tomb — 
Not that, but thee — will bury in its gloom. 
Think of the Day of reckoning, and beware — 
Talents unoccupied ensure despair. 

But now the Speaker, in th* impressive grace 
And poetry peculiar to his race, 
Describes the deep anxiety he felt, 
While in his native clime, for one who knelt 
At Mahomet's Shrine, with whom he'd long enjoy'd, 
The pleasures of a friendship unalloy'd 
Save by the tyranny of that dark Creed 
Which held him captive, while himself was freed. 
Long had the Christian sought to recommend 
The way of Wisdom to his much-lov'd friend ; 
Yet great the caution that the task requir'd 
Upon a theme so likely to have fir'd 
An Eastern breast impetuous. But at length, 
A fitting moment seiz'd, in all its strength 
Of tenderness the searching question came, 
" Is my friend happy, as one I could name ? w — 
" Ah ! there you thrill me to the very core, 
And make me almost envy what before 



62 POETIC HOURS. 

I had but wonder'd at— your peaceful life, 

Bless'd with one charming and devoted Wife, — 

Can / be happy, whose domestic fate 

Is bright, or dark, as six may love or hate ?" 

" And yet, my friend, domestic happiness 

Is but a portion of the joys that bless 

The Man who takes this Volume for his guide, 

And learns by all its counsels to abide ; 

He reaps the blessings of this transient life 

Nor dreads its ills, nor bends beneath its strife ; 

And (which is more than all to fleeting breath) 

Enjoys immunity from fear of Death, 

Fully assur'd, through Him who came to save, 

Of endless happiness beyond the grave. 

But, ere we part, one favor grant your friend ; 

Accept from him these Oracles, and lend 

Your best attention to the rules they teach, 

The aids they furnish, and the truths they preach." 

Time passes, and the friends again are found 
In company, when for Damascus bound, 
(High in their Country's service) they alight 
For rest and shelter from meridian light. 
Shaded by trees, upon a grassy bank 
Each man and beast in pleasing languor sank ; 
While rich accoutrements of studded sheen 
Lay sparkling in the radiance of the scene. 
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A little distant from the group, reclin'd 

The honor 'd pair, each opening his mind 

In sweet communion, charm'd by their retreat, 

And freshen'd by the breeze ; while at their feet 

The Mediterranean spread its tideless sea, 

Like a vast Mirror of Eternity. 

Already, in the march, as side by side 

They rode, the Christian had with joy espied 

In his friend's saddle-bag the treasur'd Book 

Received when their last parting-leave they 

took; 
And now, with infinite delight he heard 
His grateful love for the imparted Word. 
" I could for ever read it, and admire 
Its deep sublimity and Holy fire : 
But oh ! what pathos melts the qui v 'ring heart, 
When God Incarnate groans beneath the smart 
By fiends in flesh inflicted — when He deigns 
At His own creatures' hands to suffer pains 
That burst His heart and open all His veins, 
Till the last rippling of His life is fled, 
And darken'd Nature mourns her Maker dead ! — 
When this, and more than ever tongue can tell, 
He bears that rebel Man in bliss may dwell, 
No man^ but brute is he who loves Him not — 
Void of all title to the human lot." 



I 
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Thus spake a Soul, with every gift endow'd, 
Of which the Mighty ones of earth are proud. 
But what say ' Mighty ones ' in British isles, 
As week by week they throng the splendid aisles 
And sit as senseless to the Gospel-news 
• (Too oft we fear) as their well-furnish'd pews ? — 
Too wide the rule, (th* exception sadly rare) 
That self for self alone should feel a care. 
And thus all sentiments of love divine 
Are sacrificed at Mammon's horrid shrine ; 
And thus the victims of that monster's fire, 
To ev'ry hallow'd principle expire : 
And thus it comes to pass that these behold 
The ' Man of griefs ' too heavy to be told, 
Without one tear of gratitude to know 
He bore them all, to snatch themselves from woe. — 
Oh ! speak not of the pangs which He endurM, 
For, though the rocks should melt, these are obdur'd 
To tenfold adamant that hath been provM, 
E'en when the dead walk'd forth, to stand unmov'd. 
Oh ! rather to the stones His love proclaim, 
For they will bleed, ere these will shew a flame 
Or single spark of sympathy. — And yet, 
Canst thou, oh heart of adamant ! forget 
The day when thou all trembling shalt awake 
To awful sensibility, and take 
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A hopeless refuge 'neath the falling rock 
That will but flee to atoms in the shock 
Of contact with such hardness, and instead 
Of yielding shelter, will lay bare thy head ! 

Englishmen ! look to this ; and as ye speed 
The Word of life to other lands, take heed 
Ye do not banish it from your own breast, 
Content to think yourselves securely blest : 
For, let it be remember *d there's a sense 
In which ye cannot with the Prize dispense : — 
Ye can and should dispense the glorious Fruit- 
But to dispense entirely with the Boot, 
As with a currency long out of date, 
Were to write Bankrupt on thy ruin'd State ! 

Majestic Empire ! shall it e'er be said, 
' Babylon, Rome, and England now are dead? '— 
Oh ! struggle to delay the saddening note, 
Keep it for many and many an age remote ; 
For though thou art not Arbitress of all, 
Doubt not thou canst accelerate thy fall, 
And canst retard it. — If thou askest, ' HowV — 
Dishonor thy Creator — and e'en now 
The venom fastens on thine inmost core — 
A few short years— and England is no more ! 
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"THERE REMAINETH A REST." 

Lonely spirit, doom'd to languish 
While in sorrowing flesh you dwell, 

Victim to a hidden anguish 
That the heart may never tell ! 

Rays of gladness flash around thee — 
Smiles of mirth thy brow illume ; 

But the pangs of Sorrow wound thee 
Where no eye can trace thy gloom. 

Thou wert one, in Childhood's lightness, 

Prone to dream of future bliss ; 
But thy thoughts were ting'd with brightness 

Far beyond a world like this. 

Youth's enchantment, soon succeeding, 
Taught thy bosom new desires ; 

Yet too soon, that bosom, bleeding, 
Felt the smart of quenchless fires : 

Love, and Fame, their chaplets weaving, 

Onward urg'd thy flow'ry race, 
Till thy sunny dreams, deceiving, 

Woke thee from the shadowy chase. 
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Love was thine ; but oh ! too early 

Its exotic bads appear'd ! 
Wasting Avarice, chill and churly, 

O'er the stem a willow rear'd : 



Then in vain the sunbeams glowing. 
Strove to pierce with friendly ray, 

Life and genial warmth bestowing 
Where the smitten blossom lay. 

Fame, her silver trumpet pealing, 
Next inspirM thy votive breast, 

Thou unwitting she was stealing 
All thy hopes of earthly rest : 

Still with flattering thoughts alluring, 
She beguiTd thee day by day, 

Every faculty securing, 

Till thy nature own'd her sway. 

Then farewell to skies unclouded, 
And to hopes that knew no bound ; 

Soon the Night of prospects shrouded, 
O'er thy brightest moments frown'd. 
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Chequer'd now are all thy pleasures 
By alternate light and gloom ; 

Fancy opens still her treasures, 
But the Real speaks thy doom — 

Tells thee thou art doom'd to wander, 
Seeking still the unattain'd, 

While on earth, yet bids thee ponder 
O'er the peace that may be gain'd. 

So, when grief thy bosom paineth, 
Let this truth a balm afford, 

That, a rest there still remaineth 
For the people of the Lord:* — 

They shall bloom in youth and beauty 
Fadeless as the azure sky ; 

Love shall be their only duty, 
Joy, their endless destiny. 



* Hebrews iv. 9. 
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ADVERSITY. 

Adversity ! how vain thy thorny crowns. 
Of disappointed hopes, bright projects marr'd, 

Friends turn'd to foes, and Fortune's smiles to frowns, 
Health to disease ; and Love, to disregard ! 

Fruitless all these, and every other scourge 
Thou canst apply, to overwhelm the soul ; 

Foil'd be thy keenest artifice, to urge 

Thy wish'd-for victims to Despair's control. 

"Hs granted thee the power to make a prey 

And desolation of our mortal frame ; 
But paltry is the license, since decay 

Must, soon or late, with all effect the same. 

Enjoy thou, then, thine undisputed right, 
Our mission leaves us not to war with thee ; 

Still we defy thee, whilst we keep in sight 
Thine every arrow fasten'd to One Tree ! — 

Look upward, Child of Sorrow ! 'tis the Cross 

Alone can shield from pangs thou dost so dread :— 

Look upward ! for thy gain was once His loss 

Who waits in heav'n with bliss to crown thy head ! 
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THE VOICE OF WOE. 

[driv'n, 
When the rebels of Heav'n from their glories were 

To blacken in sin-tainted air, 
From the bosom of Hell, as each smitten one fell 

I arose, in a wail of Despair. 
But when the bright dawn of Creation's new morn, 

Was carolTd by Angels of light, 
Devils echoed the strain, as I mock'd at their pain, 

In a yell of malignant delight : 

For they thought of the woe that the Serpent would sow 

In Eden's ambrosial sod, 
If his plot should prevail, ev'ry joy to assail, 

And blast the fair image of God. 
When that fruit's fatal taste had all Nature laid waste, 

And Man from his Paradise hurl'd, 
I extended my throne to each opposite zone, 

And reign'd o'er the wreck of a world. 

Soon, then, at my call, in a funeral pall, 

AppearM my fell Minister, Death, 
Whilst I wrung the sad strain from the first of the slain, 

As the fratricide robb'd him of breath. 
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Since then, an amount that no tongue can recount 
Have I swollen of anguish and tears, 

As my legions have led to the Courts of the Dead, 
The victims of thousands of years. 

And not for an hour will I slacken my pow'r, 

While Time and Mortality last ; 
For the Earth is my prey till the terrible Day 

Of the trumpet's omnipotent blast. 
Then, again in my hell a fierce anarch 1*11 dwell, 

And none shall extinguish my rage ; 
For in conflicts of fire, racking frenzy, and ire, 

All Hell shall for ever engage. 



A LITANY. 

O God ! of Heav'n, the Parent- Source !« 
Father ! by whose sustaining force 
All systems hold their destin'd course, 
To Thee we humbly cry ! 
In mercy spare, 
Thy wrath forbear, 
Nor in despair 
Let wretched sinners die. 
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O God the Son ! Redemption's King, 
Who to a smitten world didst bring 
A balm for Evil's deadly sting, 
We plead thy matchless love ! 
Whilst here below, 
That love bestow, 
To calm each woe 
And guide to joys above. 

God the Spirit ! Living Soul, 
Who taught the billows first to roll, 
Then enter'd Man with thy control, 
We pray Thee leave us not ; 
But let thy grace 
Refine our race, 
Till it efface 
Corruption's final spot. 

O Glorions Three ! Mysterious One ! 
Creator ! Sanctifier ! Son ! 
Have mercy till our race is run, 
Then bid us gently die : — 
From 'neath the Tree 
Of life, may we 
Wake up, to be 
Transplanted in the Sky ! 
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ON PRESENTING A LADY WITH A 
TURQUOISE RING. 

Gaze on this ring in hours of pain, 
When fiery griefs distract thy brain — 
What clears from dross the peerless grain ? 

The furnace ! 

Deck'd with the azure of the skies, 
This humble gem, when courage dies, 
Behold — then lift thy drooping eyes 

To Heaven ! 

When 'neath decay thy pow'rs shall bend, 
Gaze on this ring — say, where's its end — 
Then think of thine Eternal Friend 

Jehovah ! 

In every state, when this you see, 
Remember one whose pray'r shall be 
To mingle thoughts of bliss with thee 

For ever ! 
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TO S- 



Fair one ! wilt thou love for ever, 
Mine alike in joy and grief ? — 

Or must adverse Fortune sever 
Every hope of thy relief? 

Smiling when the World is frowning, 
Wilt thou cheer my bleeding heart ?- 

Or, my tribulation crowning, 
Deeper drive its fatal dart ? 

When beneath temptation bending, 
Wilt thou for my triumph pray ? — 

Or, thine aid to Satan lending, 
On to ruin urge my way ? 

Wilt thou seek for Wisdom's treasures, 
To enrich when I am poor ? — 

Or, befool'd by idle pleasures, 
Prove thou canst enrich no more ? 

Wilt thou persevere in duty, 

Though the thorns of life oppose ? — 
Or the Future's bliss and beauty 

Shun, to snatch a thorny rose ? 
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Wilt thou guard each thought and action, 
Love's first health-bloom to secure ? — 

Or derive thy satisfaction, 
Testing what he can endure ? 

LovM one ! can I doubt thee ever, 

Mine alike in weal or woe ?— 
Let thy spirit answer * Never 9 — 

Let thy life-time tell me ' No ! ' 



FALSE PLEASURE. 

In vain th' Enchantress, Pleasure, decks her halls, 

And wakes the Syren-minstrelsy that calls 

To giddy revelry ; in vain she tells 

Her oft-repeated stories of the spells 

That lurk and sparkle in the radiant eyes 

Of lovely girlhood ; and in vain she plies 

Each trusty philter of her magic art 

To capture that stern Youth's unfetter'd heart, 

Disperse the gloom that shades his thoughtful brow, 

Compel the rebel at her shrine to bow, 

And change the pitying for the empty smiles 

That simper approbation on her wiles. 
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'Tis true, he sometimes join'd a festive scene 

Where here and there some cherish 'd friend was seen; 

Because it was his creed that everywhere 

Both good and bad are found : — the House of Pray'r, 

Unto unhallow'd tread as much expos'd, 

As that of Mirth, against the pure unclos'd. — 

Yet, amidst all, he often hath declar'd 

How little of true happiness he shar'd ; 

The brightest scenes how far he soar'd above, 

Though much to love was there — that very love, 

(In him a sentiment of nobler pow'r 

Than buds and withers in a flippant hour,) 

Causing a deeper hatred for the snares 

The thief of health and Virtue there prepares 

To catch its victims : neither could he bear 

Inhaling by the hour the vapid air 

In which his much-lov'd Nature had expir'd, 

Drugg'd by the fumes Formality requir'd 

To keep her mawkish mummeries alive. 

Yet, think not he was one who would deprive 

Himself or others of whatever could yield 

A blossom or a perfume on the field 

Of human happiness ; nor was he blind 

Unto the graces of the well-refin'd — 

The bright accomplishments that mark the sphere 

Where ranks of cultur'd elegance appear. 
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' Whatever things were lovely,' he could love — 

Genius, that had its origin above — 

Beauty, the impress of th' Eternal hand — 

And Wisdom, crown'd and sceptred for command 

O'er everything that ministers delight 

To soul or sense, to fancy or to sight. 

These were his favorites ; and his favorite aim 

Was to surround them with the hallow 'd flame 

Of grateful incense to their Sovereign Lord, 

Who call'd them all to being at a word. 

With such pursuits as these, say, Pleasure ! What 
Hast thou, to offer, which could bless his lot ? 
Would not thy brightest gem forget to shine, 
Plac'd by his joys ? If happiness be thine, 
Be sure 'twas his, with this addition, peace — 
Peace which remains when tones of music cease — 
Peace which survives when groans of sorrow rise, 
And all that thou art made of fades and dies. — 
See ! thou art fading now — o'er yonder room, 
So dazzling bright erewhile, a sick'ning gloom 
Is gath'ring fast, and boding sounds arise, 
Heralds of One who all thy pow'r defies 
To stay his sable ministers, when he 
Holds his dread court, and passes the decree 
Of terror. — See ! the victim gazes wild 
And statue-like at him on whom she smil'd 
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A moment since ! — " Oh spare her, hideous Pow'r ! 
Nor borrow human flesh to blight the flow'r, 
The fairest of this earth !— Go, fearful thing ! 
Where thou art long'd for and wilt lose thy sting — 
Oh ! this is cruel treachery V — But see ! 
He flings aside his guise, in fiendish glee, 
And stands dismantled to the bone ! — he shrouds 
The marble stretch'd beneath him, whilst from crowds 
Of hov 'ring horrors rings aloud the shout 
Exulting — one by one the lights go out, 
Quench'd by the vapours of the opening tomb, 
And the whole vision fades in midnight gloom. 

Though this is like a dream, Death really makes 
Great profit by a dance, and sometimes takes 
An unsuspecting partner for his prey, 
Just in the dawn of life's unclouded day : — 
Those who would wish him thus themselves to seize, 
May go to balls as often as they please. 



DEATH. 

Where's the unhappy soul that fears to die, 

To change Earth's thralling clay for Heav'n's free sky: 

The Future's dizzy altitudes to scale, 

And read the mysteries within the veil ? 
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Is it not fearful, rather, to remain 

Dark and imprisoned, till the galling chain 

That binds us to our dungeon, wears away 

Our tortur'd flesh, and leaves us a dismay 

To all around ? Tis thus that time corrodes us, 

And with accumulated ailment loads us, 

Till our rack'd fabric, tottering to its base, 

Crumbles to shapeless ruin, and gives place 

To goodlier temples, for a moment fair, 

But soon the fate of all the past to share. 

These are our mortal evils, Man's heir-loom, 

Bequeath'd by Adam to his sons in doom — 

Evils by custom so familiar grown, 

*Tis not for these ascends the mental groan : 

Our mental griefs burst from a riven soul, 

As burning embers from Volcanoes roll — 

Destruction's Messengers that, raging, tell 

How every shaft of Woe is forg'd in hell. 

And thus the sorrows of the soul defy 

All our observance, till the blackened sky 

Kindles to lustre that consumes the gaze, 

Whilst the full charge of desolation lays 

Our smitten temples in a heap of earth, 

And ashes greet the dust which gave them birth. 

But whence this sad disruption ? Once the heart 
Of man was perfect in itself, though part 
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Of that which form'd its covering of grace, 

As some fair jewel in a costly case. 

Then soul and body were as one, and God 

Smil'd on the spotless twins, and call'd them * good': 

Well pleas'd, He rais'd again His plastic hand, 

Another lovely image to command : 

Then Woman answer'd to the gracious call, 

Man's lov'd companion, Mother of us all. 

Thus all were one — soul, body, woman, man — 
Till Satan enter'd Eden, and began 
With fiendish clutch to strike the golden lyre 
That did in sweetest euphony conspire 
To breathe, with every chord of sense, the praise 
Of Him who first attun'd its matchless lays. 
Then swept the Monster's band across the strings, 
And lo ! each sense with jarring discord rings ; 
Passion usurps each seat of god-like poVr, 
Hell triumphs, and, till Time's remotest hour, 
The fiery elements within the breast 
Forbid the blighted man all hope of rest ; 
Till, fought the fight, consum'd the earthly frame, 
Its ashes shall re-kindle at a Name 
By heralds thus announc'd, " Let all adore Him, 
And let his enemies all flee before Him !" — 
Then soul and body shall be one again, 
And man with man unite to swell the strain 
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Once more harmonious in a Saviour's praise, 
Who, Heir of all things, yet did stoop to raise 
Earth's shatter *d harp to unison Divine, 
And the dark Spoiler to his pit confine. 
But Death — what hath he done, that we should 
dread 
To follow him to regions of the dead, 
Where every ill lies buried, never more 
(Except with those who every ill adore) 
To rise ?— Then hail ! thou Gate of second Life !* 
Friend of the good, and end of all their strife ! 
Soon may I pass away like some pure light 
In hallow'd Temple burning, still more bright 
As thou dost fan it with thy fatal breath, 
Til], with one beauteous gleam, it fades in death ! 



* * Mors janua vita.' Inscription over a gateway formerly dividing the 
Old from the New Ground, in Paddington Church Yard. 

G 
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EPITAPH 

ON A BELOVED WIFE. 

A little rivulet flow'd down from Heaven, 

And many hearts it cheer'd, but one it bless'd 
With joy the purest unto mortals given : 

It pass'd this way — for nothing here hath rest — 
And on it flows, but upward now its course, 

While Faith beholds it nearing more and more 
The Crystal Sea which was its Parent-Source — 

That Sea is Love*— the God whom we adore ! 



EPITAPH 

ON AN INFANT, AGED FOUR WEEKS, 
DAUGHTER OF THE ABOVE. 

Sweet bud ! transplanted in the Heavens to bloom ! 
Thou could'st not thrive in Earth's funereal gloom ; 
Thy blue eyes sought a Mother's look of love, 
But sought in vain, till call'd by Christ above. 



* 1 John iv. 8. 
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SPIRIT -YEARNINGS. 

What is my lov'd one thinking, 
In her far-off spirit-land ? 

Thinks she of him now sinking 
'Neath Sorrow's afflicting hand ? 

What is my lov'd one saying 
In the language of Seraphs pure ? 

Is she uttering praise ? — or praying 
For one who must yet endure ? 

What is my lov'd one doing 

In Heaven's entrancing bowers ?— 
The Redeemer's footpath strewing 

With amaranthine flowers ? — 

Her lips, are they ever swelling 
The anthems of the blest? — 

Her thoughts, are they never dwelling 
With a spirit not yet in rest ? 
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CATHEDRAL MUSIC. 

written after attending divine service in 
st. paul's cathedral. 

Whence that sublime, that soul-inspiring sound 

Pealing in solemn harmony around 

Thy costly tablatures and regal dome, 

Thou Patron-Temple of Religion's home ! 

Colossal Edifice ! supremely proud, 

Whose golden crest salutes the passing cloud ! 

Devotion's noblest Fane! — well styled St. Paul's ! — 

What sacred strains breathe o'er thy hallow'd walls, 

As if fair orchestras of Paradise 

Attun'd the Morning Stars and New-born Skies, 

With all the Sons of God, to mingle songs 

Ecstatic ? — 'Tis the Organ's voice prolongs 

The spell ; surpass'd in majesty of tone 

By Angels' choral rhapsodies alone, 

Swept from their golden lyres' immortal strings, 

When highest Heav'n with praise concordant rings. 

Who that hath courted Music's heavenly smile, 
Can stand unmov'd beneath the vaulted aisle, 
And listen to the Organ's swelling sounds, 
Forth-booming now, as if to burst the bounds 
That hold its thousand tongues in Man's control, 
So that their tides overwhelm not as they roll ; 
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And now receding in majestic pride, 

As distant thunder o'er the mountain-side ; 

Anon, like Cherubs chanting to the breeze, 

Or gentle murmurings of tranquil seas, 

In sweetest melody those strains return 

That with the deepest inspiration burn, 

Kindling the soul into an ardent flame 

Of all the blest emotions that proclaim 

A mind created for superior joys 

To those which Pleasure's votary employs 

In vain pursuit of that delusive thing 

Which, but a moment grappled, leaves a sting. 

Oh ! give me, then, the pleasures of the mind ! 

They're free to all, and leave no sting behind. 

What greater bliss can Music's favor'd child 
On Earth enjoy, than in those hours beguil'd 
By his fond Parent's all-enchanting voice — 
In what more happy ecstacy rejoice ? 
Go, listen to that Organ's breathing Are 
Leading the Anthems of th' harmonious quire, 
And pouring forth the sacrifice of praise 
Ofler'd by grateful tongues in sacred lays ; 
Eising, like incense, towards the realms of light, 
And mingling with the songs of Seraphs bright, 
They find acceptance at the fulgent shrine 
Where reigns supreme the Majesty Divine. 
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And now from shadowy roof to chequer'd floors, 

Through the whole space, in fearful grandeur pours 

The stirring Voluntary's flowing strain. 

Which scarce the noble structure can contain ; 

Reverberating through each lofty aisle, 

Quiv'ring the base of each funereal pile, 

Till e'en the marble-hearted Statues seem 

To breathe an echo to the moving theme. 

Monarch of Music's train ! in thee combin'd, 

The choicest gifts of melody we find ! 

Thy harmonizing Diapasons deep, 

Alone a full Elysian concert keep : 

Thy breath can wake the Clarion's piercing cry, 

Then bid Cremona's liquid tones reply, 

To thrill the inmost pulses of the heart 

And fear and joy alternately impart : 

Thy lovely Dulciana's soothing voice, 

And warbling Flute, can bid the soul rejoice ; 

Whilst the whole band of Music's tuneful host, 

Thy willing subjects, thou, great Chief ! canst boast. 

Long may thine influence retain a place 
In Man's esteem, cheering his earthly race, 
Till thou returnest to that Happy Land 
From whence, by God's beneficent command, 
Thou didst descend to this all-favor'd Earth, 
Joy to dispense, and give new pleasures birth ! 
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« ANGELS WALK THE EARTH." 

AN ALLEGORY. 

Angels walk the Earth — 
Say not we are feigning— 

Love we have, and worth, 
Here for Heaven training. 

Angels pass along 

In the noontide's glory, 

Gemming Life's gay throng 
With far brighter glory. 

Angels seek the poor 
In their homes of sadness — 

Open Mercy's door — 
Kindle smiles of gladness. 

Angels solace men 

Through their toil and trouble, 
Till they're past, and then 

Each enjoyment double. 
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Angela teach the soul 
Heav'nly aspirations, 

And in sweet control 

Hold the wayward passions : 

Angels tend the bed 

When that soul's departing, 

Till the aching head 
Feels no further smarting. 

Angels' pra/rs arise 
That the sever'd spirit 

May, in Paradise, 
Endless bliss inherit. — 

" Who are these" — you ask, 
" Thus as Angels written V* 

Pleasing is my task — 
These are holy women. 
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THE SPIRITS RETROSPECT. 

I was a Child of Sorrow once, 

Dwelling with men below ; 
And many so-caLL'd friends had I, 

But none that knew my woe. 

They deem'd me rigid, proud, and cold — 
Dead to the charms of love ; — 

But oh ! 'twas love that taught my soul 
To soar to realms above ! 

For though I join'd the festive scene, 

Yet could I not be gay ; 
Too well I knew the fairest there 

Were hastening to decay. 

In unconcern I might have laugh'd, 

And Pity's tear defied — 
So might the lover, o'er the couch 

Of his expiring bride : 
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But then he'd lose the lover's name, 
The monster's name to take :— 

And jet the world my gloom of love 
For hatred did mistake. 



Strange, to expect exulting smiles, 
And strains of noisy mirth, 

When on enchanting youth I gaz'd, 
And thought 'twill soon be earth ! 



Strange, to suppose I never lov'd, 
When day by day my heart 

Was riv'n, some gifted one to meet, 
And then for aye to part 

But, could I tell my dearest friend 
How wide my fervour spread ? — 

Ah no ! for mortals scowl on all 
By roving passion led. 

Such is their verdict, and 'tis well 
When fervour leads to crime ; 

But there be some who're never read, 
Till past the bar of Time : 
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And then, perchance, a written thought 

Some mourning friend may find, 
That solves the mystery of the life, 

And opens all the mind. — 

It knew the vanity of Earth, 

It felt the pow'r of love ; 
But oh ! it knew 'twould turn to hate, 

K not enrolTd above : — 



That Heaven is the only place 
Where Love survives the world ;— 

That to oblivion all else 
By fiends must soon be hurl'd. 

While others, reckless, flatter 'd one, 

And slighted all beside, 
These thoughts awaken'd anxious fears 

For many a lovely bride. 

Many there were, whose sunny charms 
Had half subdued the will ; — 

Many there were, whose purer souls 
Could each affection fill. 
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But while the spirit struggled on, 

Its youthful choice to gain, 
The heart, by many a grief surcharg'd, 

Burst from its fleshly chain : 

Then upward, heav'nward wing'd its flight — 

Yet why recall the past ? — 
I am a happy spirit now, 

Where Love is ' first and last/ 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON THE BACK OF A WEDDING CARD. 

Another pair have tied the knot 
Which Death alone may sever — 

Bright and unfading be their lot, 
Henceforward and for ever. 

This is a short and simple lay, 
Though not the less effectual ; 

No worthier tribute can I pay, 
Than wish them bliss perpetual. 
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TO MY SNUG LITTLE STUDY. 

I've observed, with delight, that some excellent men* 

Have been pleas'd, of their goodness, to take up the pen 

In praise of a * Sofa,' a * Table,' or * Chair,' 

And, in fact, for their subject but. little to care, 

So long as its texture material supplied 

To stir up a ripple on Melody's tide : 

So I shall make bold, without further preamble, 

Round my * snug little study* to take a short ramble. 

But first, 'twill be proper to wake up the Muse 
Who o'top o'the book-case is taking a snooze ; 
And the reason, no doubt, of her perching so high, 
May be trac'd to her being uncommonly shy, 
And delighting the pathway of Mortals to fly. 
Yet I grieve not at this, if th' illustrious fair 
I just manage to reach when I get in the chair; 
And should it so happen I then were unable 
To do so, why sure I must get on the table. 
But I cannot agree to meet troubles halfway, 
So at once, fairest Lady ! the favor I pray, 
That, as you have settled so near to the door, 
You will open it wide for my friends to explore 

* Cowper, Bloomfield, &c. 
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The regions of dusky and rickety shelves 
Block'd up by the wares of the fidgety elves 
Who never could keep their own thoughts to 

themselves : 

And when they've sufficiently feasted their eyes 
With each Author's condition, complexion and size, 
Then shut up the gates of their Cabinet-cage, 
That the Clock in the corner, in turn, may engage 
My attention, — for often, whilst marking the course 
(With its time-beaten voice, in long service grown hoarse) 
Of the 'wheels within wheels' that determineLife's action, 
It hath whisper'd, with evident self-satisfaction, 
" If you'd have things go well, let my sole regulation 
Be yours, to let ev'rything go by rotation." 

But after so much that's been said about Clocks, 
I should richly deserve to be put in the stocks, 
Were I now, gentle Reader ! to pilfer your time 
Or your patience, in trying to ring a new chime 
On a subject so batter'd, or object so old 
As that which for you and for me hath just toWd 
A tale of the past : so I'll only remark 
That, to speak like the Poets, this Clock hath a dark 
And 'endearing complexion' — an elderly hue, 
Patriarchal and hallowM — is second to few 
In its spirit-like breathings of deep inspiration, 
When Old Time sets the Musical chord in vibration 
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That coils round its heart — and, to end the narration, 
It's a family fav'rite, of sound reputation. 

Just mentioning breathings of Musical chords, 
It's funny enough, the next thing that affords 
The key of transition in handling our theme, 
Is an Organ that Handel himself would not deem 
A disgrace to his own dear illustrious face 
Enshrin'd in gold border, in front of the case. 
In compass though fuU> it's conveniently small ; — 
Any chamber would hold it (sufficiently tall) — 
But though not extensive, for richness of tone, 
It can scarcely be said that a better is known : 
And with many an hour of enchanting delight 
Does the Genius of Harmony favor your sprite, 
When he bids the full tide of his Choruses flow, 
Or the Song, or the Movement pathetic and 

slow. — 
Oh ! few are the Masters of Handel's high lot, 
And mean the Disciples that honor him not ! 

Again, for the sake of a due modulation, 
We move by progression — 

A map of the Nation ? 
Oh no, 'tis a Plan of the Parish where dwell 
Some as excellent people as language can tell — 
It abounds with the noble, the wealthy, and blameless ; 
But, in case of an error, they all shall be nameless. 
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Yes, they shall be nameless, but not so the creature* 
The Artist has painted with well-carmin'd feature — 
With indigo wrapper, and clerical band — 
A Book * about Zimmerman/ fl£d in his hand, 
And a hat indescribable lodg'd on his head, 
But known in the days of the last Royal Ned: f 
In short, it's our Author Tm talking about, 
When a Blue Coat Boy painted, but this you found out 
By the name of the Founder, just three lines above, 
Who, for Virtue and Learning evinc'd such a love, 
That his mem'ry will live so long as his School 
Blesses many a Solon, and many a fool. 
Just over the head of this odd-looking wight, 
His ' Specimen' shows you how well he could write ; — 
For a piece so elab'rate 'twas really a shame 
To find nothing but maple and gold for a frame !— 
Well, well ! but reflections must never be made 
On Pa, who for mounting and glazing has paid : 
The Chimney-piece, therefore, unnotic'd must pass, 
Because there's reflection in every glass ; 
Besides, were I here to indulge observation, 
I should suffer your frowns for a reduplication 
Of my own silly portrait — or wise if you please— 
(For I may not judge in such matters as these) 

* Portrait of a Blue Coat Boy. 

f Edward the 6th, Founder of Christ's Hospital. 
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And I also might suffer in juvenile cast, 

From the wear of some years between this and the last. 

But it's not my design to be keeping you here, 
While I make each particular item appear ; 
Much less should I feel myself free to unveil 
The ChefSonier secrets, too rare for a tale. 
Tet I can't be uncivil, and hurry away 
While my Writing-desk bids me a moment to stay 
And offer a tribute of grateful esteem 
For its aid in defacing Bath Post by the ream. 

A word for my desk? — Aye, a hundred or more— 
Though the world love thee not, I have told thee before, 
And now tell thee again, thou art dearer to me 
Than the flickering smiles of its fairest decree : 
Thy heart of stanch rosewood is more to my mind 
For soundness, than many of loftier kind : 
Thy capacities ample — thy charity prov'd 
T&J forbearance and patience not easily mov'd : 
The good from the bad thou dost candidly choose — 
The former approve, and the latter excuse. 
Oh would that all judges were nearer like thee, 
From ev'ry illiberal prejudice free ! 
I then might indulge in the pleasing idea, 
If Fve nothing to gain, I have nothing to fear, 
Should no mischief result from my honest endeavour 
To make myself useful and amiable ever. 

H 



98 POETIC HOURS. 



THE VOICE OF CHARITY. 



When the guilt-stricken pair from their Paradise? fair 

In sorrow went forth to their doom, 
I heard the sad sighs that arose to the skies, 

On their pilgrimage down to the tomb. 
Then straight from the heights of eternal delights 

I flew to the mourners' relief, 
New life to proclaim, in Emmanuel's name, 

With a solace for every grief. 



Yet dire was the fruit of the venomous root 

That sprang from the seeds of the curse ; 
And how bitter the strife of his perishing life, 

Blighted Adam alone could rehearse : 
For 'twas Adam alone, with his bride, who had known 

All the joys of a perfected state ; 
And, though much did he dare, yet how much he did 
bear, 

No descendant of his can relate. 
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O'er the dust of the dead soon the living had spread, 

Till the earth was infected with crime ; 
And the Lord of the' deep bade its waters to sweep 

The foul spot from the forehead of Time. 
But, a vestige to save from the billowy grave, 

An Asylum I hasten'd to found, 
Where the chosen might dwell undismayed at the swell 

Of the sea where a world had been drown'd. 

Then soon, at the nod of a pitying God, 

I scattered the watery shroud ; 
Andy its gloom as I chas'd, with a sunbeam I trac'd 

The heav'n-tinted 'bow in the cloud/ [once more 
From Earth's newly-spread shore Time had travelTd 

Over Kingdom, and Country, and Clime, 
Until mortals again were imbued with the stain 

Of depravity, foulness, and crime : 

And then did descend that Infinite Friend 

Who bless'd with his every breath j— 
A Physician to cure, yet Himself to endure 

All the pangs that should save them from death. 
I was nearest His heart when he stoop'd to impart 

The unction of sight to the blind ; 
When the deaf heard his voice, and the dumb did rejoice, 

And the wanderer return'd to his mind. 
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When to realms of the dead a young spirit had fled, 

And its temple of beauty lay low, 
I led Him with speed to the mansion of need 

Whence burst the sad accents of woe : 
Deep, deep was the grief of that desolate Chief ! — * 

His daughter, his idol departed ! — 
But see ! deeper Love calls her back from above, 

Ere Pity expires, brokenhearted ! 

And oh ! at the last, (all His miracles past, 

But His love by Man's hate undiminish'd,) 
I was His when he bled, and, in agony, said 

To a deicide world, "It is finished !* 
Tet He bade me remain with the children of pain, 

While He went to prepare them a rest : 
And ne'er will I cease from my Mission of peace, 

While Earth hath a Child to be blest: 

For the Prophet f shall fail in futurity's tale, 

And knowledge shall vanish away ; 
And language shall die and float silently by 

On the ravaging breath of Decay : 
Still I shall survive all the conflicts that rive 

Each basis of temporal things ; 
And when these are no more, the New heav'ns shall adore 

As I reign with the great King of Kings. 



* Jairus.— -Luke viii. 41. 

t " Whether there be prophecies, they shall fail/' Ac.— 1 Cor. ziii. 8. 
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TO A FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGE. 

Ye little Cupids ! come and thaw my brains, 

And free me from December's icy chains— 

I'm lost in fog just when a glowing theme 

Bids me be bright. — Oh ! help me to a dream 

Of balmy Spring, with all her genial rays, 

To warm my heart, in spite of chilly days 

And drizzling nights, as ye have warm'd that pair, 

Who now my genuine sympathy shall'share. 

Proof have ye made them 'gainst the damping pow'rs 

Of unpropitious skies and gloomy hours, 

And desolating blasts that, howling, ride 

In freezing mockery o'er the captive tide : — 

Then do as much for me that I may sing 

Their nuptial ode with all the warmth of Spring. 

And first, Fll wish my friends abundant health — 
And next, a due sufficiency of wealth — 
Thirdly, an antidote to ev'ry ill — 
And last, of solid happiness their fill. 
But lest my * wish' should not all good embrace, 
Here let me banish levity, and trace 
The just man's blessings from that Holy Page 
Whose inspiration serves for every age, 
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Because a transcript of th' Eternal Mind. 

Oh may ye such a consummation find, 

Te young Adventurers I in your search, as this, 

(No less than God's own Standard of your bliss,) 

" Thrice blessed are all they that fear the Lord, 

" And tread his ways, rejoicing in His Word ; 

" For thou, oh Man ! the labor of thine hands 

" Shalt eat, in blessings rich from fertile lands : 

" Thy wife shall be to thee a fruitful vine, 

" And round thee her endearing graces twine — 

" Thy children, like the olive branches grow, 

" Charms of thy peace, and solace of thy woe." 

And when their father's pleasures they behold, 

And seek to know the source, let them be told, 

" In every state, at home, or else abroad, 

" Thus shall the man be bless'd that fears the Lord :"- 

Till (by example from thee gain'd, they, too, 

Having experienced these sayings true,) 

Thy hallow'd age this crowning truth shall test, 

Ere yet, full ripe, thou enter into rest, 

" Thy children's children thou in peace shalt see ; 

" Oh I well is thee ! and happy shalt thou be." 
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TO A FRIEND 

ON HIS LEAVING LONDON FOB ST. ALBANS, AFTER A 
DANGEROUS ILLNESS OCCASIONED BY AN ACCIDENT 
WHICH OCCURRED IN THE MIDST OF MUCH 
DOMESTIC HILARITY. 

Dear Friend, again I ask the Muse 

To tone a votive lay to thee, 
Though much I fear she will refuse 

To help a renegade like me : 

For lately Prose hath clipp'd my wings, 
And bound me with his rusty chains, 

Until, alas ! for prosy things 

I've barterM half her witching strains. 

But, as the prison'd warbler sings, 
In spite of cage and window-pane, 

So my poor lyre's corroded strings 
Shall quiver till they're clear again. 

Avaunt ! then, Prose ! and all thy Deeds — * 
Parchment! thy presents now be void I— 

Hence ! Contract! for my spirit bleeds 
To range unfettered and uncloy'd. 

* The Members of the Legal Profession 'will kindly pardon these technical 

allusions. 
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With this preamble, then, my Friend, 
Let the four winds afford conveyance 

For clients' items without end. 
And all that holds us in abeyance. 

Thy case by my engrossing theme— 
But here let paltry punning cease — 

m share with thee, in Fancy's dream, 
The joys of thy returning peace. 

A month of trial thou hast seen 
Since woe in rude collision jarr'd 

Against a season to serene, 

Too gladsome to remain unmarr'd. 

And think not I escap'd the gloom 

That did thine anxious friends o'erspread- 

Think not, no vision of the tomb 
Told of a budding friendship dead ; 

With all the sad and searing blight 
That lovely woman's heart must bear — 

A husband hurried from her sight — 
A father, from her infant care. 
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But Mercy tore the picture down, 

And Gratitude may now survey 
The night of Havoc's pending frown, 

Succeeded by the smiling day. 

Yet there's one plaint I can't forbear 
To make, amidst the cheering scene, 

Since Fancy now must be my share, 
Where real companionship hath been : — 

Will that supply the place of facts, 
Or will our wonted social meetings 

(Whose end thy needed change exacts) 
Be well repaid by written greetings ? 

Oh ! would with thee my lot were cast 
'Mid sylvan joys, and woman's love ; 

Where Nature's Fane, and Abbeys vast, 
With holy song, our bliss might prove ! 

But vain the wish — the woods be thine — 
Gardens, and brooks, and balmy airs — 

And London's vapid fumes be mine, 
With London toys, and London snares : 
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Until some radiant Summer morn 
Shall bid me mount on winged Steam 

That snorts old Pegasus to scorn, 
And out-be-devils Phaeton's team. 



Then for a day of deep delight, 

Cloudless as aught of earth can be ! — 

But here my Muse has said ' good night,' 
And left me dark and out at sea. 

This, doubtless, serves her truant right, 
And I must meekly bear her frown ; 

Yet, ere myself I say ' good night* 
Let one good wish this medley crown. 

May Health's recover'd charms caress thee— 
Thy yet pale cheeks with rose-tints greet- 
No Fortune-seeking cares oppress thee — 
No grief assail thy calm retreat. 

Henceforth be thine the Minstrel's fire — 
How glorious, if it hallowM be !— 

Thy task, to raise Man's spirit higher, 
And point to realms where all are free ! 
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Thus, from the altars of thy God, a 

May grateful incense daily rise, 
Till fragile clay shall seek the sod, 

And thou be summoned to the skies ! 



TO DESPAIR. 

Fell Tyrant ! seize thy victim now — 

He hath no pow'r to flee : 
At thine accursed feet he'll bow, 

An abject slave to thee. — 

Yet hold ! black Monster of the pit ! 

Bock of the fiery lake ! 
Ere yet on thee a wreck I split, 

One straggle more I'll make. 

No brother's blood my hands hath dyed — 
No venom'd cup Fve sought — 

No holy truths have I denied — 
No fiendish errors taught. 

Then wherefore. Demon ! haunt my soul — 

What owe I unto thee ? — 
Alas ! within the billows roll, 

That toss me on thy sea ! 
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(Strange, that a vessel seeming fair, 
And free from adverse gales, 

Should sink to Midnight darkness, ere 
Midnoon can gild her sails ! 

'Tis thus with some, — we see but part— 

There's mutiny within ; 
And through the passion-riven heart 

Destruction's tide sweeps in. 

Yet are there Pilots from on high, 
Can save the foundering barqe — 

Hope plants an anchor* in the sky, 
And Faith prepares an ark.f 

To these I'll turn, by these be free, 
Or sink with these in sight : 

Faith shall my stedfast helmsman be, 
And Hope, my beacon-light.) 

Despair ! Fell Tyrant ! loose me now— 

Thy cursed sway I flee, 
No more, while life shall last, to bow 

Or be a slave to thee ! 



* Hebrews vi. 19. f Hebrews xi. 7. 
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THE SERAPH'S VISIT. 

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY, REMARKABLE 
FROM HER. INFANCY FOR SURPASSING LOVELINESS 
OF CHARACTER AND COUNTENANCE. 



A Cherub left its happy bow'rs, 
To breathe awhile this breath of ours, 
Content to veil its godlike pow'rs 

In Childhood 8 tears and smiles. 
An Angel soon this bright one grew, 
And chas'd the Zephyrs as they flew, 
And bath'd her eyes in Heav'n's own blue, 
Till they had caught its azure hue, 

To perfect Girlhoods wiles. 



} 



A Seraph next the lov'd one seem'd, 
While from those eyes a radiance gleam M 
As if a sun of glory beam'd, 

And not a Woman gaz*d : 
But pensive soon that glance became, 
When, unto Wisdom's glowing flame 
Religion lent her hallow *d name, 

To keep it heav'nward rais'd ; 
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Until it pierc'd within the shrine 
That veils the Majesty Divine, 
And earth no longer could confine 
The Spirit homeward bound : — 
See, see ! she quits this life of care, 
To breathe again her native air, 
Transformed to an Archangel there, 
And by her Maker crown'd ! 



ALBUM VERSES. 

Lady ! responsive to thy fair command, 
I spread the tribute of my humble Muse 
O'er this unsullied page, an emblem faint 
Of the pure tablet of its owner's heart : — 
What marvel, then, if with a faltering hand. 
My thoughts I trace ? since they would bear me on 
To that far period, when, as if impress'd 
Upon that heart itself, they shall survive 
Where Memory never dies ; where Intellect, 
Now feeding on its thousand dreams of sense, 
Shall wake from slumber, and remember all 
That nourish'd it below — the fruits and floVrs — 
Aye, weeds and poisons too that oft upsprang 
To tempt its varied range ! Then let these lines 



POETIC HOURS. Ill 

Bear witness for me that I seek alone 

To plant such flow'rets here as will not fade — 

Such fruits ambrosial as etherial bow'rs — 

And heav'nly climes might grace. Angels ! your joys, 

Your offices and loves, I ask for her : 

And as ye bend, obedient to the will 

Of Him who bids ye guard the seeds of life, 

That they may bloom hereafter 'mid the gems 

Of His all-glorious crowns — Oh ! as ye bend 

To do her watchful service in this waste, 

Where Eden once was known, let your bright wings 

Wave gently o'er her soul, and strike a chord 

To wake a deathless echo to your lyres ; 

Telling she owns your sweet companionship, 

And loves as she is lov'd ; — that though the world 

(For she hath universal gentleness) 

May share her smiles, from Heav'n they all proceed, 

And must to Heav'n return ;— and that she seeks, 

Beyond all other joys, to vie with you 

In your Hosannas to the King of Kings. 

Thus, beauteous Creatures ! keep her all in tune 

Amid the jar and dissonance of earth, 

Till — by a Saviour's love, and by your aid, 

Sustain'd through every scene and circumstance— 

Your last fond office ye shall execute, 

And bear a Sister-spirit to your Lord ! 
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SONG OF THE MISSIONARY. 

Come visit with me the balmy plains 

Where suns are bright, but where Darkness reigns ; 

In the work of Angels come join with me, 

And set the captives of Error free. 

Te have noble brethren in distant lands 

Whom Satan holds in his galling bands — y 

But the galling bands shall all be broken, 

And Love shall reign, for the Lord hath spoken — 

The Lord hath spoken in tones of peace, 

All nations shall hear, and Destruction cease. 

Come traverse in thought th' etherial plains 
Where Heaven is bright, and Messiah reigns ; 
Where the servant rests when his work is done, 
And the Master welcomes each faithful one. 
Then gather ye stars for that world of light — 
They will make each gatherer's crown more bright : 
For the Soul redeem'd is a peerless gem * 
That will glow in the Saviour's diadem, 
Beaming light and love from soul to soul, 
Long as eternal Ages roll. 
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A PILGRIM'S SONG. 

Bright hopes have I, beyond the world 

To give, or take away ; 
My native plains are far above 

This little speck of clay : 

For though my spirit's rob'd in flesh, 
From Heav'n it took its birth ; 

And, soon expecting to return, 
It claims no kin with earth. 

It hath no patrimony here, 

Its mansion's in the skies ; 
There is its happy dwelling-place, 

And there its treasure lies : — 

An exile from its Father's house, 
With few to call its friends ; 

And not a single sweet it tastes, 
But with the wormwood blends : 

For ever since the fatal hour 
When man provok'd his God 

To drive him from his Paradise, 
With Anger's flaming rod, 
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The soul hath wanderM o'er the waste 
That rankled 'neath the tread 

Of fiends who, by that sin let loose, 
Creation overspread. 

And, like the dove of ancient day, 
It finds no resting place, 

Nor shall it, till the Father's arms 
The Prodigal embrace : 

Then Mercy's ark shall open wide 

To bid it welcome home- 
Welcome to that inheritance 

From whence no more 'twill roam. 

This is the thought that cheers it on 
In Life's beclouded way, 

When wearied with its pilgrimage 
To realms of brighter day. 

Why, then, should ever gloomy care 
Provoke the murmuring voice ; 

Since joys that Eden never knew 
Await the Pilgrim's choice ? 
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Why should the trifles of a day 

Exert their thralling might 
To chain the free-born spirit down, 

And check its heav'nward flight ? — 



It shall not be ! — Whate'er my state 
Of Joy, or Grief, or Pain, 

Onward 111 soar till I behold 
My beauteous climes again ! 

In Joy, m still look down and see 

How low the highest lies ; 
Nor will I trust Earth's fairest scene, 
Nor rest beneath the skies: 

In Grief 9 or Pain, thus view'd afar, 
Though flesh and blood may fail, 

The spirit still shall hold its flight, 
And Hell in vain assail : 



For then my God will hear my cry — 
Angels will lend their aid, 
aid lead me on from height to height, 
Till all but Heav'n shall fade. 
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Yet while these glowing strains I breathe, 
They are not mine alone ; — 

The most neglected Child of woe 
May make them all his own. 



A RESOLVE. 

Should I my dearest wishes find 
Concenter'd in a child of Earth, 

With glories such as are enshrmd 
But in a Soul of heav'nly birth ; 

Would not my treacherous heart forsake 
The Giver of so rich a prize, 

And of his gift an idol make, 

To lure my worship from the skies ? 

Alas ! I fear th* endearing grace 
Of mind and mould so fondly sought 

Too surely would usurp the place 
Jehovah claims in every thought. 



\ 
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And then how direful were that gift ! 

How would it rend my widow'd breast, 
When by ' a jealous God' bereft 

Of all on which it built its rest ! 

" What more I want, or think I do" 
(Sang one*) " 'tis better still to want." — 

The faithful Poet's words are true, 
And Heav'n forbears our ill to grant. 

Contentment, then, be my pursuit — 

My only aspiration this 
To reach that Clime whose Living Fruit 

Yields all imaginable bliss. 



DEJECTION; A DIALOGUE. 

" A word spoken in due season, how good is it"! — Prov. xv. 23. 

" Oh why is thy spirit rob'd in gloom — 
Why dost thou long for the silent tomb ? 
Summer surrounds thee, and youth is thine" 
— " Yes, but how soon will they both decline !" — 

" Clothe not the future in dark array, 
Sufficient for that is the evil day : 
Nature is gay as the birds that are singing" 
—"And demon-yells in my ears are ringing." — 

* Cowper. 
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"Fie on thee! fie! Is thy reason fled? 
What is thy plea for a thought so dread ? 
Yesterday saw thee all smiles and mirth" 
— "Would that to-day I were senseless earth !" 



" Hast thou not yesterday's glories still, 
Unsullied, unless by a wayward will ? 
Thou hast not suffer *d Misfortune's blight* ' 
—"How dizzy, how fatal is Rapture's height !" — 

"And no less fatal thy rankling grief, 
Causeless, and therefore beyond relief : 
Oh seek not ill with a madman's haste !" 
— " Is this thy balm for a Soul laid waste ?" — 

" Nay — but thy taunts will not move thy friend 
The puling aids of Romance to lend — 
Rouse thee ! in scorn at thy childish plea !" 
—"Good God! if I do, 'twill be worse for thee !"- 

" Calm, calm, my friend, for 'tis not thine heart 
That bids thee play in an impious part : — 
Let us walk ; for the charms of Night are spread" 
— " Lead on— and bury me with the dead,"— 
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" What ails thee? fond hearts have smil'd on thee ; 
They have deem'd thee happy, and happy would be 
To add to thy peace, or quell thy woe" 
— u Could they read my soul, 'twould not be so." — 

M Tax not thy soul — 'tis a fe ver'd brain — 

Graze on the Heav'ns — 'twill cool again — 

Realms where celestial glories shine" 

— " Time was, when I thought they'd all be mine !" — 

"And why not renew that peaceful thought ? 
Why sink so low for a frame o'erwrought ? 
Since devils alone should learn Despair" 
— " God of the Firmament ! hear my pray'r ! 

" Father of Mercy ! forgive thy child 
These sinful thoughts, with their utterance wild : 
My sorrows can only be known to Thee ; — 
Oh scatter their rage, and set me free ! 

" For a ' Brother* is sitting at thy right hand, 
Who hath borne each grief of our darken'd land : — 
Not a pang to a human heart is sent, 
But was rending His, when the veil was rent !"* 



• St. Matthew xxvii. 51. 
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DEPARTED SUMMER. 

Departed Summer, lovely guest ! 
Fleeting as fair, we sigh for thee ! 
Oh why for thee must earth be drest 
In chaplets from each mourning tree ! 
Why must the birds in terror haste 
And flee for life from scenes so waste ! 

Alas ! that Winter's icy breath 
Should weave for thee a snowy pall, 
Howl o'er thy tomb the dirge of death, 
And shriek a warning for us all ! — 
Yet, did I say Alas I — Ah no ! 
Come, Winter ! for thou, too, must go ! 



"OH! BE FOR EVER YOUNG !" 

TO A. E . 

Oh ! be for ever young, 
Thou soul of fairer mould 

Than Poet e'er hath sung 
Or language ever told ! 



POETIC HOURS. 121 

Oh ! be for ever young ! 

I could not see that eye 
(Where Spring her charm hath flung) 

Dimm'd by a Winter sky. 

Oh ! be for ever young, 

In strains all but divine ! 
I could not hear that tongue 

Falt'ring in Life's decline. 

Oh ! be for ever young ! 

I could not see thee fade : 
Ere thus my heart is wrung, 

Be mine the willow-shade. 

But why this gloomy thought ? — 
Death's bow hath been unstrung — 

By thy Bedeemer taught, 
Thou wilt be ever young ! 
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A BRIDEGROOM'S SONG. 

Radiant Creature ! Star of glory, 

Dawning for a fairer day, 
Ever brightly shine before me, 

Point to bliss, and lead the way ! 
I shall often droop in sadness. 

Clouded by the cares of life ; 
But thy smile will shed a gladness 

O'er the blackest sea of strife. 

Souls like thine are nearer Heaven, 

Though as ' weaker vessels' known : 
Man may boast dominion given, 

But he cannot reign alone. 
Caesar ruled the noble Roman — 

Senators their fealty paid : 
Yet the potentate was woman — 

Caesar by his wife was sway'd. 

So, by thy deep inspiration, 

I could brave a world of woes ; — 
Bind the Demon Tribulation, 

Govern friends, and conquer foes. 
But if thou depart before me, 

Call'd to gem the azure sky, 
Sorrow's fiends must triumph o'er me, 

Till their earthly chains I fly. 
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TO FASHION. 

PROM A SOLITARY GENTLEMAN WHO SUFFERED HER 
FROWNS FOR APPEARING ALONE IN PUBLIC. 

Forgive me, Charity, and gentle Peace ! 
That I no longer can from hatred cease — 
A monstrous thing there is that I abhor, 
And with it I must wage a deadly war. 

Thou odious, apish, empty biped, Fashion ! 
Although 'twere great for thee to raise a passion 
In one for peace inclined, forbear to dream 
Of conquest, for no sooner shall the stream 
Of my invective o'er thy sieve-head pour, 
Than it shall leave thee empty as before, 
And me as placid as departing day 
When storms have thunder'd noxious blights away. 

May not I take my promenade alone, 
In grove, or gallery, but that some drone, 
Some sugar'd stick, with stolen sweets o'ervarnish'd, 
And patch'd with paint where'er its tinsel's tarnish'd, 
Must fasten on my arm, and in my face 
Pour forth the sickly odours of its grace ? 
Must I be bowing, scraping, simp'ring, grinning 
At matchless jargon, and conceit most winning ? 
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Must I forbear to note the woodland scene, 

For fear of being dubb'd an evergreen ? 

Must I, when Music breathes her soothing strain, 

Vow the performance gives me horrid pain — 

Glance on the roses that our path surround, 

And swoon to think no better can be found ? 

Or, turn'd from Flora's haunts, to Sculptur'd Halls, 

Grottoes, Swiss Cottages, and Waterfalls,* 

Must thy soft myrmidon stick by me still, 

And, for a recreation, make me ill ? 

(For, sure, my temper would be sadly marr'd, 

If gloves and bonnets claim'd my sole regard 

In places where I sought for works of Art 

Profit and admiration to impart.) 

I calTd thee * Monstrous thing' — and art thou not? 
That thou should'st desecrate each hallow'd spot 
Where Genius fain would rest, with visions crude 
Of thine own lineaments, bedaub'd and rude ? — 
Is it not monstrous, round a room to languish, 
Say, once or twice, and then, with well-feign'd 

anguish, 
Retire to whet one's finely temper'd nerves 
On ices, creams, puffs, patties, and preserves ? 
(As if our eating were not * done at home,' 
But * all put out,' that Cooks abroad might roam !) 

* The Colosseum. 
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Then just limp back again, and raise a glass 
(Each with dire effort) to review a lass 
Strange, because natural — or, a rival scan, 
Whose charms seduc'd your monkey-featur'd 

man : — 
Now make another pilgrimage, to see 
What may be seen, where you must only be, 
And where your only comment must be this, 
" There's a poor fellow there, seems half in bliss — 
I wonder what on earth can please him so ! — 
I hope and trust he has not far to go ! — 
But, Roderick ! my turtle, — we must leave — 
We told John ' haaf an hour,' as I believe ; 
And even that were half an hour too long 
To give our company to such a throng !" — 

I ask, again, is not this monstrous dealing, 
And something worse, perchance, to men of feeling, 
Than being found alone in public places, 
Instead of ambling to thy nursery paces 
With children known for thine by their grimaces ?- 

Defiance on thee, Fashion ! doltish Fashion ! — 
But soon thy piteous plight hath cool'd my passion — 
I know thou hast no brains, and canst not help 
Feeding on garbage that a polish'd whelp 
Would sicken at. (Tet do not think that I 
Am fool enough Refinement to defy, 



i 
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Confounding her with thee, and thus despise 

A grace on which thou ne'er may'st set thine eyes.) 

Dull Dogmatizer ! freely dost thou chide 

The lonely wanderer, not yet supplied 

With that his ardent nature would embrace, 

Genius and Wisdom, purity and grace — 

Daring to cast thy lamentable sneer, 

Because he enters not thy vapid sphere, 

Content to feed on nauseous nothing there, 

And pall his relish for the truly fair ! 

Nay — sheepish Booby ! I will walk the Earth 

Alone as many years beyond my birth 

As old Methuselah surviv'd, to find 

The partner suited to my funny mind, 

Bather than yield myself to thy control, 

To shelve my brains, and go without a soul : 

And therefore, sorry Phantom ! point me out 

Some better company, or cease to pout 

And point thy fever'd finger, when, alone, 

You find me snugly feasting on my own* 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Oh where is the maid of the mountain, 
The sky, and the turbulent sea — 

Ever drinking at Poesy's fountain? — 
And she is the mistress for me I 

Oh where is the daughter of Rapture, 
All joyous, light-hearted and free — 

Too free for dull Sadness to capture? — 
And she is the damsel for me ! 

Oh where is the soul of devotion, 
That glows the dim Abbey to see, — 

Then bathes in the Moonlight's clear ocean ?- 
And she is the spirit for me ! 

I love not the cool-hearted creatures 
Who can live on the real alone : — 

Ideality! flash from the features, 
Or the loveliest I would disown. 
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THE LAST HOPE. 

I see no fiends, I feel no stings 
Of torment, yet Dejection's wings 
Their sable pall around me spread, 
Until my thoughts are with the dead, 
Shunning all living things. 

I have no foes that need be fear'd, 
But I have friends who, all-endear'd, 
Should claim my tenderness and praise ; 
And yet no flowV of love I raise, 
For all my heart is sear'd. 

I have no lack of needful fare, — 
No raging pains my pulses tear ; 
No galling fetters bow my frame, 
Nor dungeons echo with my name :. 
But still I droop with care. 

" Oh, madness !" then, ye all reply, 
" Or folly of a blacker dye ! 
Drive Discontent from out thy breast ; 
Thou hast all else to yield thee rest" — 
All but the pow'r to die. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

" Glory to God ! " the choir immortal sang, 
And highest heaven with the anthem rang : 
Then through the spangled curtain of the night 
Shone forth the minstrels, in their robes of light, 
Wafting to Earth the echo of their song — 
" Peace to the isles, the sea, and all their throng 
Of living creatures ; and to men, once more, 
Good will from God : — go seek it, and adore ! " 

The strains receded, and the radiant beam 
That made HeavVs vault transparent, like a dream 
Departed ; but the melody and light 
Still lingered in the ears and charm'd the sight 
Of Eastern Shepherds :— true the cadence ended, 
Yet with its memory a glory blended 
That set in silence round a herald star, 
Forbidding doubt, till following afar 
They trac'd its transit to a manger-bed, 
And saw it fall, a halo round the head 
Of spotless infancy. — 'Twas He, the King! 
Well might the heav'ns on such a birthnight sing ! 

" Glory to God" is now from Earth rebounding, 
And has been since from Heav'n 'twas heard resound- 
ing, K 
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And shall be till the portals of the sky 
Melt at His second coming from on high. 
The reign of Evil, though a scathing fire 
By myriad victims fed, must yet expire. 
Ten thousand gulfs of sulphur, demon-lighted — 
Ten thousand planets by their fury blighted :— 
The Sun of Righteousness can quench the first, 
And heal the latter, though awhile accurst : 
Ten thousand Satans heading foaming legions- 
Ten thousand babes assailing Heaven's regions : — 
The latter, not more pow'rless than the first ; — 
For Evil is, and must be still accurst. 

Shout! Shout, O Earth ! The olive-branch of Peace 
Again hath bloom'd in Eden, and release 
From death and doom is now thy happy lot : 
Again upon thy breast a velvet plot 
Of emerald verdure shall be softly spread ; 
And thorns, and rocks, and hillocks of the dead, 
And yawning fissures by the earthquake rent, 
And seams by plagues and burning lava blent 
O'er thy sad features ; all shall disappear, 
And Evil's brands no more thy beauty sear. 
Thy crystal founts shall cool the pulse of life, 
And gently hold it in their playful strife : 
Stagnation, noxious vapour, fever'd heat, 
Nor killing cold, may enter the retreat 
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Where, harmless and unharm'd, the ransom'd race 
Of men and lesser beings bask upon thy face. 

Sing ! Sing, ye Heavn's ! Archangels ! lend your 
strains ; 
Earth asks your Song, for Earth's Redeemer reigns : 
He reigns in Heav'n, no less your God than ours — 
He reigns on Earth, no less our King than yours ! 



"BUY THE TRUTH. 



if 



Proverbs, xxiii. 23. 

But the Truth, yea, pay the price, 
Although it cost thy wealth — 
Riches dwell in Paradise — 

Those rare ones, youth and health. 
Blest Lazarus inhabits there, 
And little recks the wild despair 
Of that poor canker 'd soul, whose thirst 
For golden ease hath made accurst. 
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Buy the Truth, yea, pay the price, 

What though it be thy fame — 
One there is in Paradise 

Will write thine honor'd name : 
And sun-beam letters there shall tell 
Of him who lov'd his Lord so well ; — 
There rainbow glories deck the brow 
That shades itself in meekness now. 

Buy the Truth, yea, pay the price, 

Although it cost thy Ufe — 
Martyrs enter Paradise 

When stabbed by Error's knife : 
And sword, and flame, and poison'd cup, 
Have all their horrors swallow'd up 
In seas of joy, and realms of peace 
Where hallelujahs never cease. 

Buy the Truth, yea, pay the price, 

Although it asks thy soul — 
It will prove a Paradise 

While Ages onward roll : 
And should that soul forget the age 
When first it sought Truth's hallow'd page, 
Still opening eras will unfold, 
And leave the treasure still untold. 
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SUNNY SKIES. 

Why do sunny skies awaken 

Teaming after rural joys, 
Since each pleasure here partaken 

Gilds a barb that soon destroys? — 
Tis that when Life's rosy hues 
Fade for lack of cooling dews, 
We may seek a healthier day, 

Far away. 

Why do human love's endearments 

Wrap us in a robe of bliss, 
Only that the grave's cold cerements 
More may chill us — Why is this ? — 
lis because the Mystic Dove, 
Emblem of Eternal Love, 
Soars beyond our fitful sky — 

Look on high ! 

Why doth lofty aspiration 

Wing us towards the torch of Fame, 
Glad to kindle adoration, 

Though our ashes feed the flame ?— 
'Tis that we may learn to raise 
Incense in that Land of Praise 
Where we safely may adore, 

Evermore. 
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PENSIVE MOMENTS. 

I know not why, but visions dire 
Of future griefs assail mine eyes, 

And yet an undefined desire 

To meet them, will unbidden rise. 

Oh ! is it that Ambition's flame 

Still coils its fevers round my heart — 

Or that the dazzling torch of Fame 
Drives from my view ' the better part V 

Saviour of Men ! forbid such ill, 
Save me from such unhaUWd fires ! 

Yet nerve me to perform thy will, 
If ' fiery trials' it requires. 

If thou dost still delight to choose 

Earth's weakness to proclaim thy pow'r, 

No call of thine may I refuse, 

Though keenest anguish mark the hour : 

I would not spend that hour at ease, 
And then for ever writhe in pain — 

Life's hardest toils and roughest seas 
Are cheaply brav'd with Heav'n to gain. 
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And should'st thou bid my toiling bark 
Life's highest billows to surmount, 

Yielding the peopled strand a mark, 
The pilot's triumphs to recount ; 

Let not that pilot's feeble hand 

Dare raise itself to seize the crown ; 

But write this note for ev'ry land— 

" Here God must help, or man will drown." 

Myself I fear, but Thee I trust, 
Thou Great Disposer of my ways ! 

Then keep me humbled in the dust — 
Thyself the theme of all my praise ! 



"NEVER PART IN ANGER"— 

Never part in anger — 
Mortals ! ye are frail ! 
Soon, in Death's cold languor, 
Fiery cheeks may pale : 
Thy foe may fade ere thou forgive ; 
Or thou, all wrath, may'st cease to live. 
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Never part unkindly- 
Lovers ! ye are weak ! 
If ye utter blindly 

Thoughts ye need not speak, 
Go, turn your haste to Pity's side, 
While Pity still may vanquish Pride. 

Never part in anger — 

Mortal ! thou art frail ! 
Soon, in Death's cold languor, 
Fiery cheeks may pale : 
'Twill sadden all thy term of life, 
To bury friend or foe in strife. 



WOMAN. 

If woman was the fairest plant 

That bloom'd in Eden's lovely bow'rs — 
A worthy gift for God to grant, 

When man knew none but blissful hours ; 
What shall we say, 
In our dark day, 
Of men who love not while they may ? 



r 
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If woman be the Spirit's balm 

That seeks to fill man's riven breast — 
That bids his billowy track be calm, 
And lulls Life's tempest into rest ; 
Oh ! who would brave 
The angry wave, 
And sink unsolac'd in the grave ! 

If, when allied with Holy Truth, 

A woman's love be strong as death, 
Secure the gem, — 'twill charm thy youth, 
And bless thee to thy latest breath. 
A gift so fair 
Oh ! tend with care, 
And dread her gentle breast to tear ! 



FAITH AND WORKS. 

I dabs not think of merit, 

Or deem my conduct fair — 
If Heav'n I e'er inherit, 

"lis Christ must bid me there 
Nor can I there a guest be made, 
Till in His own white robe array'd. 
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I dare not cease exertion, 

Though flattering tongues applaud, 
That were a dread perversion 
Of service from the Lord 
Who reaps where He hath planted not, 
That man may fertilize the spot. 

I dare not halt in wonder, 

Then urge the plea of fear— 
That plea rebounds, in thunder, 
" Thou knewest me austere — 
Nor pride nor sloth should'st thou have shown, 
But served me truly with mine own /" 



CHANGING SCENES. 

ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND IX ANSWER TO SOME 
CONGRATULATORY VERSES. 

Why are the flow'rs of this earth so fair, 
And its fields of so lovely a green, 

Till the skrieking blasts of a desert air 
Only tell that such things have been ! 

Why are the eyes of young Life so bright, 
Adding radiance to every scene, 

Till filming vapours despoil the sight 
Of the visions that once have been ! 
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Why do the tones of Music thrill 

Oar spirits with joy serene, 
Till Suffering's moans the region fill 

Where seraphic notes have been ! 

Why do the chords of the Poet's lyre 

The soul from its body wean ? 
Can it be but to kindle a quenchless fire 

Upon hopes that have only been f 

Ah no ! — not a faculty, fancy, or flow'r — 

Not a gem of the earth or the sea, 
But may serve to illume Life's darkening hour, 

And tell of the joys that shall be ! — 

Shall be in the Land of deathless flow'rs, 
And visions too bright to fade ; [pow'rs, 

Where our souls may unsheath their dazzling 
Like sunbeams without a shade ! 

Oh ! next to the joys of that blissful Clime, 
And the Friend who hath brought them to earth, 

Are the joys of a friendship conceiv'd in Time, 
And seal'd for a heavenly birth ! 

And therefore I gratefully press the hand 

That offers the kindly prayer — 
May that prayer be heard in our Fatherland, 

Till we all shall be welcom'd there ! 
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THE VICARAGE. 

Dear England ! home of every pure delight. 
Whether of human love or Nature's beauties, 

How do thy smiling glories cheer the sight, 
'Midst Life's endearments, pleasures, cares and duties ! 

On thy fair breast the mystic ladder stands 

Whose summit the abodes of bliss commands. 

Climes there may be more rich in outward show, 
Yet hast thou that which makes thee Queen of Nations: 

Thou hast been taught all that the blest need know: 
Bethel thou art to all the generations ! 

For on thy bosom god-like spirits dwell, 

Train'd by the Gospel of Emmanuel. 

That Gospel is the great ennobling pow'r 
Which far excels Philosophy's proud soarings : — 

Man's innate virtue is but as a show'r, 
Compar'd with Ocean's infinite outpourings : 

And realms that would be rich as our fair Isle, 

Must fructify beneath Jehovah's smile. 
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Over Britannia's peaceful hills and vales 
Life-giving waters flow in fullest measure ; 

Nor have they need of aromatic gales, 
For God's own Spirit wafts them heavenly treasure ; 

Causing their golden harvests to abound 

In Bread of Life for all the world around. 

And many a Garner for the Precious Fruit 
Is seen, in Village Spire, the glebe adorning ; 

And many a beauteous field hath taken root, 
Yielding much promise for the Harvest-morning : 

And many a Servant of the Harvest's Lord 

Has fix'd his dwelling on the hallow'd sward. 

O'er one such dwelling, in a lovely glade, 
Let Muse and Memory a moment linger— 

Blest Vicarage ! where in early life I stray'd, 
Would I might paint thee with an Artist's finger ! 

I would pourtray thee as thou wert indeed, 

Fit spot for nurturing Angelic seed. 

And, doubtless, many a Guardian Angel there 
Within a human soul hath nestled lightly ; 

Joying to tend that household, large and fair, 
As He would have it tended daily, nightly, 

Whose eyes of love, from their abode august, 

Beam blessings on the dwellings of the just. 
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Amid tall trees and shrubs the Structure chaste 
Stood forth the whole year round with aspect smiling, 

Such as the Scholar and the Man of taste 
So loves to cherish, sterile days beguiling 

With verdant lawns, and foliage ever green, 

That well nigh banish Winter from the scene. 

No idle weed, no unprunM twig might grow, 
No rugged path deface that fair plantation ; 

And they who would the Vicar's habit know 
Might read it in his zealous cultivation 

Of all that helps to beautify the age, 

No less in Parish than in Parsonage. 

His classic bower was a fitting type 
Of thriving beauty in his happy Village, 

Where fruits of Virtue, numerous and ripe, 
Wore the rich bloom-tints of a pious tillage ; 

And Family and Parish breath'd an air 

All fragrant with his walk of Faith and Pray'r. 

Although to praise the living may do harm, 
Not so with souls possess'd of heavenly glory ; 

To them our feeble plaudits bear no charm, 
Nor do our truths appear like Flattery's story : 

And therefore, * In Memoriam* I tell 

What made me love that righteous man so well. 
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View him as Husband, Father, Pastor, Friend, 
In each capacity with grace excelling : 

Wisdom and love in him did sweetly blend, 
Encircling all within his peaceful dwelling ; 

Nor stopping there, but unto all around 

Extending joys now none too often found. 

Well do I recollect the social board, 
At which the Partner of his heart presided ; 

There would he bless the Being he ador'd, 
For all the good His bounteous hand provided : 

Then, seated like a guest, the Sire would pour 

'Midst family and friends the Mind's full store. 

Husband and Wife, and grown-up children, all 
With manners courtly, loving souls united ; 

On rich and poor alike, on great and small 
Their genuine smile of sympathy alighted : 

And, in return, the good of every grade 

For blessings on the much-lov'd Vicarage pray'd. 

But in the Church, his Master's Chosen Seat, 
The earnest Pastor his best pow'rs expended ; 

His flock, Christ's Heritage, he lov'd to meet, 
And see that all were with devotion tended. — 

So well his work was done, Dissenters found 

No call for labor on his fertile ground : 
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And in the Chapel by themselves transferred 
For 'Stablish'd Worship Evangelical, 

At Eventide he freely preach'd the Word— 
A self-imposed task Angelical : — 

That thus the Poor might sweetly end the day 

Whene'er from Church by hard lot kept away. 

Thrice happy Village ! were thine own the case 
Of all, methinks there must be less Dissension ! 

If all were eager in the heavenly race, 
At most there'd be but brotherly contention. 

Thou wert indeed in Pastors highly blest ! 

And may like blessings reach from East to West ! 

Amongst the Vicar's gifted sons was one, 
Train'd by his parent for the Sacred calling : 

The Father's spirit rested on the Son, 
Like Prophet's mantle upon Prophet falling ; 

And long together did the faithful pair 

The sweet solicitudes of Office share. 

And yet not long in our sad world may be, 
However blest the work, such hallow'd union : 

And soon the Sires must bow to the decree 
That summons them to their Fore-sires' Communion.— 

Thus, fully ripe the Elder bow'd his head, 

And Earth receiv'd him in her silent bed. 
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But when the Angel-reapers shall descend 
To raise the Golden grain that droop'd so lowly — 

Consign the tares to burnings without end, 
And crown with sparkling diadems the holy ; 

The Christian Pastor shall be seen again 

Adoring Him 'the Lamb that once was slain/ 
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TO A SELF-WILL'D LADY. 

Proud one ! thy charms avail not — 

I am unbending too : 
Thy lofty pow'rs prevail not — 

Two 4 lords 1 will never do. 

Go, seek some meeker spirit, 
Some lowlier heart enchain : 

The fires that we inherit 
Can mingle but in pain. 

Turn to some kneeling suitor, 
Whose soul thou wilt despise ; 

Accept and rule that suitor, 
But never bid him rise : 

Then will thy pride be sated, 
Thy sovereignty known ; 

For think not I am fated 
To hand thee to thy throne. 

If Genius must unsex thee, 
Mine be the female still ; 

Rather shall dulness vex me, 
Than thy most manfy will. 
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TO A LADY 

Who presented the Writer with a Case for holding Queen' 9-Head 

Postage Stamps. 

Large thanks, Maria, for the case 
Where ladies' heads may safe repose ; 

Many shall find the resting place, 
But how long keep it, goodness knows : 

And though new faces I shall seek, 
Oft as the old have servM my turn, 

Yet deem me neither base nor weak ; — 

Heads without hearts who would not spurn ? 

Might I be bold the gift to choose, 
(Though greediness my spirit dreads) 

The giver's heart would suit my views 
Much better than a case for heads. 

For such a gift Fd find a home 

Meet for the peaceful halcyon's nest, 

Secure from life's tempestuous foam, 
Till death-bolts rive the guardian breast. 

But if thy heart must be denied, 
And no such dear indulgence shown, 

Thus far, at least, in me confide— 
Grant an Asylum for my own. 
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COURTSHIP. 

Must I breathe the lover's strain — 
Must I be the dying Swain ? — 
I, who always laugh'd at woes 
Cupid's victim only knows ? — 
Must I pray the Attic Nine 
To inspire a Valentine — 
Steal the rainbow's azure hue 
To describe an eye of blue ? 

Must I serenade at night 
'Neath the moonbeam's chilly light, 
Till the fair one answers, " Yah ! 
How ridiculous you are !" — 
Must I go to bed in tears — 
Rise in hope — and live on fears — 
Still at * Clapham House, 9 so meek, 
' Rat-tat-tat' three times a week ? 

Must I copy Albums through ? 
Nay, provide the * Fragments' too ? — 
Learn the much-admir'd duet, 
' Would that we had never met !'— 
Shopping go for threads and wool, 
Heart and hands for ever full — 
And— to win all this content- 
Ask Papa and Ma's consent ? 
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Must I quit my pen and books ? — 
Read alone my lady's looks — 
Watch their bidding, when to talk, 
When to sit, or take a walk ? — 
Never ! while I own a heart 
Proof against Love's keenest dart !- 
Gracious me ! it's bleeding fast ! — 
Must I change my tone at last ? 



SPECIFICATION FOR A WIFE! 

Let me have a luxuriant curl 
Flowing round a celestial face — 

Let me have a complexion of pearl, 
And a form of the loveliest grace. 

That form neither stumpy nor long, 
But such as a 'Chantrey* might carve ; 

And withal, so unflinchingly strong, 
No privation can cause it to starve. 

More important by far — let her mind 
Be free from all blemishes human- 
Such perfection be hers, as you'll find 
In a statue, but not in a woman ! 
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ELEGIAC VERSES, 

AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED TO YOUNG GENTLEMEN 
WHO HAVE LEFT SCHOOL, WITH PERMISSION TO 
SEND THEM TO THEIR LADY-LOVES, AS ORIGINALS. 

Oh Love ! oh Love ! oh ! how I love thee, Love ! — 
But words are pow'rless as the Moon above 
On a tempestuous night — Stars cannot tell 
(With all their loveliness) the lovely spell 
Your eyes do issue forth — Oh ! how I grieve, 
That Sol, though verging to th' abyss of Eve, 
Slinks into haziness and dies away, 
As I do likewise when you are away — 
But oh ! when Love its rhapsody begets, 
Oh ! then let Rapture tell its own secrets ! — 
Oceans of emeralds are not half so nice 
As the bright lustre of those very eyes 
That I have mention'd— (Not a single thing 
Heav'n-born, or not, is like you when you sing.) 
Such are your eyes, dear Maid ; but goodness knows 
How or with what I shall describe your nose. — 
Euclid describes full many a curving arch, 
But they are all insipid — like a bow of larch 
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Wood, would (turn'd upside down) a better far 

Idea make, to which you might compare 

It— then, turn'd t'other way, your eyebrows are. 



Here the young Poet is recommended to exercise his powers, by 
continuing the description ad libitvm. 



the climax — (with Style improved.) 

Like Pyramus, at night I keep awake 

So long, I really fear my life's at stake — 

But what's ail this to you ? — you'd weep at nought 

Save dabs of grease upon the Cat you've wrought 

In wool — Yet stay, forgive — 111 not upbraid, 

Though I should by your stern decrees be laid 

Beneath the sod — the Poet's pillow green. — 

And now I feel the Poet's fire, I ween, 

Warming the clammy turf that's being spread 

To be my coverlid when I am dead — 

But — oh !— oh ! — oh ! — Pa's kicking me to bed! 
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THE CHINESE COLLECTION. 

It was once the Writer's happiness to visit this well-known 
Exhibition, in company with some young ladies at whose 
residence he was spending the following Evening, when one of 
them (a quizzical Miss, ) said " We expected a Poem from 
you, this Morning, upon our proceedings yesterday," and upon 
his pleading the barrenness of the subject, for his excuse, she 
exclaimed, with an emphasis that would warrant the most terrible 
conclusions, "And we were all there //" — He had no alternative 
but to forward these lines, the next Morning. 

With a snug little party, to China I went — 

That is, to * the Chinese Collection' — 
And now some fair ladies, on mischief intent, 

Want to make me appear in defection 
For failing in praise of the subject to sing — 

Or rather — in praise of themselves : 
So I hasten to take up the gauntlet they fling, 

Lest they call the men, ' cowardly elves. 9 

Now first in the chamber of odd looking creatures — 

That is, in the deity's shrine — 
Three bhckheaded gods, with well-burnish'd features, 

Sat looking most anti-divine. 
But where were the worshippers ? — Ladies! 'twas well 

They were not in the chamber with you, 
Or they sure must have found a superior spell 

To worship— what else could they do ? 
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Yet this were too shocking, by far, to conceive, 

So I fly from your merited frowns, 
For my bungling endeavours to make you believe 

How your presence each faculty drowns. 
With nought but the wreck of a notion, how vain 

To talk any more of Collection ! 
Bedazzled, bewildered, I can but complain 

I am beaten to perfect perfection : 
So take up the gauntlet, and fight with yourselves, 
For, alas ! we poor men are but * cowardly elves.' 
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THE AUTHOR'S REVIEW. 

Now my work lies spread before me, 
Snatch'd at times from Life's engagements, 
Since I first invok'd the Muses— 
Rash was I that ever did so— 
Joys they brought, but many a sorrow ; 
At the Office many a grievance ; 
Many a risk of woeful blunder ; 
Figures that I long'd to capture, 
Lost for figures I detested ; 
Thoughts just perch'd on Mount Parnassus, 
ButcherM by some reckless creature 
Dreadful to poetic vision- 
Far more dreadful than a Gorgon. 
These were some of my disasters ; 
Little, therefore, need ye marvel 
If my brain was sometimes addled 
In the strife 'twixt love and duty — 
If my fancy sometimes wander'd 
Into ways not much frequented — 
Little marvel, in the mazes, 
If at fault ye sometimes find me. 
Faults I now myself discover, 
Inexperience once discern'd not — 
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Aspirations too unchasten'd, 
Often verging towards repining — 
Creature-worship here encourag'd ; 
There, an impious thought admitted 
Here, a weakness ; there, a failure ; 
Ev'rywhere, much room for mending. 
Yet, if this be inexperience, 
Let it pass, it makes experience :— 
"lis for this, ye seldom find me 
Cutting down my early landmarks — 
Let them stand for future caution ; 
Let me see, by them, what progress 
On the road of Life I'm making. 
I'm not one, for ever trimming 
Till the map be smoothly poHsh'd, 
All its pitfalls surfac'd over, 
Tempting some confiding spirit 
To believe that ever mortal 
Fass'd that way, and never found one ; 
Till his faith receives a shaking 
Like enough to cause its breaking. 
Bather, with the snares before me, 
Let me shew them to a brother, 
Lend my hand to help him over, 
Ask for his whene'er I need it. — 
Thus, like Pilgrims let us journey, 
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Zealous for each-other's welfare ; 
Wish we knew our pathway better ; 
Not set up for guides unerring ; 
Not pretend to perfect Wisdom, 
Nor attempt to cloak the failings 
Far too glaring to be hidden. 
Trustful, rather of our Maker, 
Let us seek the Way to Heaven 
Taught by Him, thus plain and easy — 
" Seek the Truth, and ye shall find it, 
Ask for Life, and ye shall have it. 
I have sent my Son before ye : — 
Not a step, but He hath taken ; 
Not a doubt, but He hath settled : — 
Learn of Him, and keep your stations, 
(High or low, it matters nothing) 
All command a view of Heaven ; 
Each will safely lead ye thither, 
(Yea, and Peace in each attend ye) 
If they but admit the service 
I, your Maker, claim, in reason— 
Fear your God\ and keep His mandates : 
This is all your present duty." 




MUSING MOMENTS. 



ATHEISM. 

When I have beheld the chaos and disorder of our 
World, exhibited in the sufferings of the righteous, and 
the prosperity of the wicked ; then hath the Devil 
seized the opportunity to fill my soul with restless 
doubtings, whether indeed there be a God. — But when 
I have walked forth to gaze upon Heaven's lovely 
azure, set in the silver of a Summer-Night, and 
Earth's soft charms of wood and lake and dell, 
displaying their mantled beauties to a myriad admiring 
worlds of Stars — then hath Jehovah, the Unchangeable, 
been adored for all, and Man hath taken consolation in 
the truth, "there remaineth therefore a rest to the 
people of God.' 9 



THE SOUL'S ETHERIALISM. 

They who deny the etherialism of the soul, upon 
being asked, "Where, then, is the seat of thought and 

M 
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reason ? " will probably answer, " In the brain." Now, 
a man's brain is a visible object : if, therefore, this 
piece of materialism be indeed the sum total of his 
thinking faculties, why can we not see his thoughts f — 
or, in other words, suppose the natural covering of the 
brain were removed for a moment, should we be a bit 
nearer the discovery of the man's thoughts, by looking 
at his brain ? — Perhaps this is a sufficiently ridiculous 
proposition to drive the sceptic to the conclusion, that 
we are made of spirit, as well as body. 



EXPEDIENCY. 

Expediency (falsely so called) is one of the most 
successful traps the Devil can spread for tormenting 
the spirits of men. No course can be really expedient 
which does not run parallel with the strict line of truth 
and justice ; the slightest diverging from which, inevi- 
tably leads us astray from the happiness for which we 
set out, and leaves us the victims of disasters tenfold 
more oppressive than those we originally feared. 
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ARGUMENTATION. 

It is indispensable to any profitable argumentation, 
that each party be actuated by the honest desire of truth 
alone, and the determination to purchase it even at its 
highest price, namely, the loss of victory, by the candid 
admission of an error, immediately on its being dis- 
covered. They who will not pay the price, are common 
thieves. 



THE MONASTIC VOW OF POVERTY. 

I humbly follow Dr. Johnson, in questioning the 
poverty which never knows the want of Life's absolute 
necessaries, — fully believing that there is a wide differ- 
ence between Monastic poverty, and the destitution 
which knows not whence to expect its next crust. 
The refection bell is one thing, and may be gladly 
responded to, how insipid soever be the fare; but 
the clamour of a despairing heart against an empty 
stomach, is too often only answered by an echo from 
the tomb. 
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FLATTERY. 



Flattery is the idiot brother of Falsehood, and is 
the prolific source of all folly, even as Falsehood is of 
villany — their common parent is Satan, ' the father of 
lies.' If you would commend, without flattering, you 
have only to make up your mind not to utter a single 
syllable at variance with your real sentiments. The 
strict observance of this rule cannot fail to please the 
truly great, however awkwardly you may express 
yourself; whilst the most complimentary speech that 
refinement can dictate, will inevitably disgust them, if 
it betray a particle of insincerity. 



INFIDELITY. 

How madly inconsistent is the Infidel (notwith- 
standing all his vaunted rationalism) who can delibe- 
rately blaspheme while he is yet in this fair world of 
ours ! For, is it not prematurely doing the work of a 
fiend, to charge his Maker with having blighted him, 
whilst he is yet a Man t Surely, for a creature devoid 
of all experience of the future, ' sufficient unto the day 
is the evil thereof ;' whilst the share of good already 
vouchsafed, might well make him hope and strive for 
more. 
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PURSE - PRIDE. 

A species of aristocracy open to all who will 
burrow into the earth sufficiently deep for the soil 
from whence it springs. 



ANSWER TO A DUELLING-CHALLENGE. 
Sib, 

I beg to assure you that your life is not of the 
slightest value to me, and therefore do I decline your 
polite offer of the chance of taking it : on the other 
hand, as I entertain a somewhat different sentiment 
with regard to my own life, so far from wishing to 
throw it away upon you, I hereby notify that I shall 
use every precaution in my power to preserve it 
inviolate. 

Yours, &c, 
To Captain Valiant. Theophilus Pax. 



BALLS. 



I cannot be merry at a ball — it is to me so vacant 
a ceremony, that it will by no means drive away the 
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recollection how many of my fellow-creatures are 
writhing in agony — how many great minds are sinking 
in despair — how many loving hearts are withering with 
neglect, at the very moment when a troop of the same 
race, in the most perfect unconcern imaginable, have 
put on habiliments and antics to make themselves 
resemble, as nearly as possible, those fictitious beings 
introduced to them in their infancy, as Fairies and 
Pigmies. I always think such scenes as these should 
be acted in the Nursery, and not in the Drawing 
Boom. 



FAITH AND WORKS. 

Accumulate good works, if you can, till they 
shall reach the skies ; then place yourself on their 
summit, and knock at Heaven's portals for admission ; 
but they will never open : — scatter those works, if you 
can, the wide world over, and keep yourself in the 
dust, with an eye towards Calvary, till the wings of 
Faith shall bear you upwards ; then shall those portals 
open wide, and shining armies issue forth to conduct 
you amidst lofty and loving paeans to the presence of 
your King. 
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A WORD TO MERIT IN OBSCURITY. 

These are some whose subordinate position in 
Society prevente their taking to themselves the credit 
of their good and wise actions ; many Masters being 
too glad to plume themselves in the superior graces of 
their servants, and pass them off as their own. But 
let those servants remember that their good deeds are 
acknowledged by their Real Master, and registered by 
His benevolence to their own undying glory. Let them 
also take consolation in recollecting how many of their 
failings, as well as virtues, are hidden from their fellow- 
creatures. 



THE UNIVERSAL CHORUS. 

No two voices on earth are exactly alike — What, 
then, must be the effect of the Chorus of Eternity? 
One can imagine its harmony so overpoweringly grand, 
that nothing short of the new heavens, and new 
earth, could bear the vibration of a single chord. 
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HUMILITY. 

The crowning dignity of a great mind is humility: 
a little mind has no capacity for this quality — it is too 
circumscribed by its own ignorance, to be aware of the 
acquirements of others. 



MISTAKES. 

Since we all make so many mistakes, beyond our 
power to rectify, it behoves us never to suffer one to 
pass unheeded, which it may be in our power to correct. 



TO THE UNHAPPY. 

When you feel wearied or disappointed in the 
pursuit of happiness, or tempted to some scheme of 
personal aggrandizement, at the expense of principle, 
lose no time in seeking out a case of suffering hu- 
manity, and alleviating it to the utmost of your power. 
Thus you will not only become suddenly possessed of 
real happiness, but you will discover the fallacy of 
every pretence thereto, which springs not from a 
desire of doing good to others. 
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TRUE GREATNESS. 

We should entertain less exalted views of the Sun, 
if he could not enlighten all within his orbit, without 
impoverishing his own glory. Be sure, then, that they 
are not the truly great, who fear to impart of their 
light to others, lest they themselves should be lost in 
the general blaze. 



LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

When the wayward child has perplexed itself with 
roving until it can neither reach a place of safety, nor 
find its way home again, how delightful will be the 
unexpected appearance of a tender parent, and how 
eagerly will the little wanderer fly to the embraces of 
the guardian whom, before, it had so slightly valued ! 
It is thus with the child of God : when it has wearied 
itself in following after vanity, and has begun to reap 
its bitter fruits ; how sweet is the aching spirit's return 
to the bosom of Him who permits the darkness to en- 
shroud it for a time, that He may exhibit the effulgence 
of His love in the hour of deepest gloom ! 
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"KEEP THE COMMANDMENTS." 

God's laws are not only reasonable to be observed, 
but beneficial to the observer, who, by avoiding Sin, 
escapes the sorrows inevitable thereon: like as the 
child that obeys the parental mandate, forbidding its 
approach to scenes of peril, avoids the destruction so 
frequently attending them. 



RIVALRY. 

I can bear a rival in excellence, when I reflect that 
if all the world were perfect, I should be in heaven 
at once. 



SHOW THYSELF FRIENDLY. 

Memory never dies. He, therefore, is truly wise 
who is constantly treasuring up for himself the records 
of good offices, against a day of general recognition, in 
which the virtuous will be hailed by unexpected, though 
then familiar friends, from all quarters of God's Heaven. 
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CARDINAL BLESSINGS. 

Health, the necessaries of Life, an occupation in 
which you take pleasure, and Piety. 



ON ENCOUNTERING PRIVATION AND OB- 
SCURITY FOR THE SAKE OF STUDY. 

The seed must be committed to the earth, before 
the harvest can be expected. 



GOOD, OUT OF EVIL. 

Even the dullest and most beclouded reasoners may 
be rendered available for throwing into brighter relief 
the wits of the shining ones ; as the dark thick cloud 
renders more apparent the brilliances of the rainbow. 
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A TRITE OBSERVATION. 

No one ever was good without being happy — no 
one ever was happy without being good. 



"BLESSED ARE THE POOR IN SPIRIT." 

The poverty of spirit which the Bible blesses, by 
no means entails the sacrifice of any of our faculties ; 
for be it remembered, they are parts of God's own 
works, all of which he hath declared to be * very good.' 
It is not, therefore, that we are forbidden to emulate 
the highest efforts of intellect, towards the honoring of 
our Maker ; but that we may not emulate each other 
for our own honor; the reward of God's approval 
must be our only stimulus ; and with this we may soar 
as high — nay, far higher than those who are impelled 
by inferior motives. We might, if God permitted, 
speak the Universe into a breathless pause, and yet 
remain 'poor in spirit' by ascribing to Him, and Him 
alone, all the ' power, might, majesty, and glory.' 
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EARTH CANNOT FILL THE SOUL. 

If you were to give me all the treasure and 
magnificence this world can yield, and yet tell me I 
could never possess more, then would the frenzy of the 
suicide steal over me, and his despairing hand of 
violence be mine, wherewith to snatch the last and only 
remedy for my misery. 



ON THE IMAGINATION. 

The imaginative faculty, so far from being either 
useless, or necessarily pernicious, appears to be an 
agent of vast worth, if worthily employed : inasmuch 
as it has the power of raising before us a standard of 
excellence so far in advance of our real experience, 
that it cannot fail of improving the mind which is 
ever diligently striving after nearer and nearer 
approaches to perfectibility. Indeed, what is it that 
supplants barbarism by civilization, and continually 
canL on *e work of improvement, b 7 rendering i 
dissatisfied with present attainments? Is it not the 
imagination of a better state of things, still attainable 
and to be obtained ? Why, then, question the impor- 
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tance of that, as a moral agent, which proves so 
beneficial in the physical world ? 



The highest task which the Intellect can accomplish, 
and that which will task the highest Intellect, is, to 
behave with propriety. 



THE FAILINGS OF THE GOOD. 

" King David, and all good men, have transgressed 
glaringly, and therefore I need not be over scrupulous," 
says one. — Nay, but their faults are only recorded to 
save us from despair, when we have done our best, and 
not to encourage us to do our worst. 



Half our troubles are of our own making : half 
our virtues are made by our circumstances. 



ON UNDUE ANXIETY. 

Whenever we have the means at hand of taking 
precautionary measures against possible evils, it is only 
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prudence to do so : whenever we have not, it is either a 
crime or a weakness to brood over them. 



RELIGION LIES BEYOND REASON. 

A man who tells me he has explored the regions of 
Religion, and finds that the reports of their beauties are 
fictions, existing only in the brains of mad speculators, 
is like the man who would shake my confidence in the 
discoveries of Columbus, by gravely assuring me that 
there is no such place as America, having himself made 
a voyage of search in a pair of wooden shoes,but without 
success. The vehicle in the latter case, is not more in- 
adequate to the object in view, than is Reason, or merely 
worldly wisdom, to * find out God.' 



INDUSTRY VERSUS INTUITION. 

Many people are discouraged in pursuits in which 
they hope to excel, by the reports of the intuitive and 
early excellence of others in similar studies. This is 
no reason whatever for despairing of eminence; and 



176 MUSING MOMENTS. 

not until they find an insuperable barrier in their way, 
need they halt in their march. To surrender before we 
are vanquished, is to sound the triumph of those whom 
nothing but our own cowardice has rendered superior 
to us : for certainly the gifts of Nature can never be 
claimed by the possessor, as superior in merit, to the 
acquirements of Industry. 



WISDOM. 

Wisdom lies in a very small space. A State Trial 
may be a bulky affair, but the judgment cannot — Right 
and Wrong are the extremes of its compass; and though 
unapproachably remote, they admit of no intervening 
points. 



CURE FOR MEANNESS. 

Whenever a stingy calculation arises in your 
mind, upset it at once, by some palpable act of gene- 
rosity. Make this a principle through Life, and you 
will escape the too common degradation of becoming 
narrow-minded in old age. 
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Not to be glad, at any moment, to leave this world, 
with all its fascinations, for a better state of existence, 
argues the same description of folly which would be 
exhibited by one in the lowest depths of poverty, who 
should regret to quit his tattered possessions, upon being 
called to a princedom. 



The difference between a great man and a little man 
is simply this: that the former is always in advance 
of the age, whilst the latter is always behind it. 



Some people imagine, that, as God has created 
nothing in vain, it is perfectly lawful for them to use 
freely all the enjoyments of which human nature is 
susceptible ; forgetting that the curse has passed upon 
that nature, and set up an antagonism to those delights 
which, in Paradise, would have been innocent enough, 
as appertaining to creatures whose holiness had not yet 
been lost. But, with the fall of Man came the death 
of all his dearest earthly privileges ; and it is only 
in another world that the mercy of God has afforded 
him the opportunity of a return to complete happiness. 
It is therefore altogether a mistake to suppose that this 

N 



178 MUSING MOMENTS. 

penalty-stricken life can be any other than one of con- 
flict and endurance ; and they who seize upon its false 
pleasures, will find it but a second tasting of the for- 
bidden fruit, ending in a second and irretrievable ruin. 



REAL CHARITY. 

Mant people subscribe to charitable funds, because 
they can afford it ; and they do well : but if they go no 
farther, yet persist in calling that Charity, they do ill. 
It is only when we incur some real want ourselves, that 
we can lay claim to the genuine benevolence which par- 
ticipates in the wants of others. 



TO THE AMBITIOUS. 

Honor is as empty as an antediluvian pumpkin, 
and will by no means satisfy the calls of hunger. But 
this is not all : it is well for the patient, if the calls of 
his condition do not gripe and torment him far more 
than does an empty stomach. They, then, who would 
ensure the supply of their daily wants, independently of 
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the caprices of friends or foes, must sacrifice ambition 
to usefulness, and think no labor degrading, which com- 
mands an honest subsistence. The pay for stated services 
is much less precarious than that for passing pleasures : 
and honest labor has the double advantage of feeding 
itself and being honorable into the bargain. 



THIEST FOR DOMINION. 

Have this much of ambition within you — that 
until you have ascended the throne of self-govern- 
ment, and are crowned with a perfect mastery over 
every power and principle within the range of your 
immortal soul, your prayer shall be, never to be per- 
mitted to rest satisfied. 



TO THOSE WHO MIX IN THE GAY WORLD 
'FOR THE SAKE OF IMPROVING IT.' 

How is it possible that you can make yourself 
edifying in societies of which you disapprove, when 
the very customs you have to dispraise, are receiving 
the sanction of your presence ? Surely no one in his 
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senses would accept a fashionable invitation, and de- 
clare (which his conduct would, if he were honest) that 
he entered the showy Drawing Room, in the true Mis- 
sionary spirit which denies itself, that it may instruct 
the heathen ! Christian faithfulness requires no such 
breach of politeness as this : — therefore keep aloof from 
the follies you condemn. The Judge is not required to 
preside at the Gibbet. 



GENIUS. 

Genius lives in another world whilst he is in this ; 
and in this world, when he is removed to another. 



A Pedant is a well-stuffed goose — a dunce is a 
goose without the stuffing. A little garden-stuff makes 
all the difference. 



INSULT. 

A man who gives an insult, is a knave— a man who 
returns one, is a fool. 
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Never waste your strength in flying from an 
imaginary evil : your wings will serve you the better 
when a real one appears. 



MATRIMONY. 

When making choice of a Partner for the Holy 
state of Matrimony, seek not the riches of birth, but 
the riches of grace — seek not the beauty of fading mor- 
tality, but the beauty of holiness— seek not the love of 
the world, but the love of God, which will unite the 
bonds of affection far more inseparably than ever 
worldly love, apart from Religion, can. But should 
you be blessed with the combination of earthly riches, 
and heavenly grace; earthly beauty and heavenly 
beauty; earthly love and heavenly love, happy is your 
lot; though not a whit more so on account of the 
earthly good alone. It is only that the power of do- 
ing good, and proving useful to others, will then be 
imparted to you: and it is only in the exercise of 
that duty that a Child of God would derive any ad- 
ditional happiness from the possession of this world's 
treasure. 
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"NON NOBIS." 

When we are honored by our fellow-creatures for 
any good qualities we may possess, it is a great 
injustice to take those honors to ourselves, as if, indeed, 
we were for a moment worthy of them. Rather is it 
the duty and privilege of all who are rewarded by the 
praises of their brethren below, to join in the adoration 
which is observed above, where high and bright 
Intelligences do ever cast their crowns at the feet of 
Him who ' went about doing good ' in our land of 
darkness, until the Heavens received Him back to 
their dazzling throne, and crowned Him with ' a name 
which is above every name/ 



PEOPLE CAN BE QUICKSIGHTED WHEN 

IT SUITS THEM. 

The dullest and most prejudiced characters can 
accord a ready acquiescence in a verdict on their 
neighbours* actions, (as David did when the Prophet 
Nathan stated his crime under the similitude of another 
man's) and therefore we need not concede our just 
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convictions to any one, out of a false charity for his 
slowness of apprehension ; seeing how quickly and 
clearly the slowest can admit a point which is not to 
pierce themselves, but only a neighbour. 



THE DOCTRINE OF NECESSITY. 

If man be a creature of necessity, why praise him 
for his virtues ? Surely if he is to be exempted from 
censure when blamable, he can have no claim to 
applause when laudable. 



ON THE SAME. 

If it be unjust in God to punish man for sin, it is 
unjust in man to punish his neighbour for crime. 



MAN'S REAL HAPPINESS. 

God has so constituted man that his only real 
happiness shall consist in filial love and service towards 
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his Almighty Parent. This is proved by man's utter 
inability to retain any other happiness— all being lost 
almost as soon as enjoyed. Animals have no wish 
beyond the present, and therefore their happiness is 
complete. Man wishes that the future may not rob 
him of his peace, and therefore he must needs be 
unhappy, so long as a doubt remains. This again 
proves that man must provide for the permanency of 
his happiness, by some other means than the mere 
evanescent joys of this life. 



PRINCIPLE PARAMOUNT. 

The world may say, A man cannot live upon high 
principles.— Then he had better not live at all ; and he 
owes such a world nothing that need cause him to 
grovel for an existence. 



RETIREMENT VINDICATED. 

People say that it is wrong for a man to exclude 
himself from Society. But surely as Pleasure is the 
real object at which Society aims, in its intercourse, a 
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man whose ideas of pleasure are better met at home 
than abroad, should not be persecuted because he 
declines going out. 



DUTY AND INDULGENCE. 

It is well to confer obligations on our fellow 
creatures — it is better to do our duty towards them. 
Therefore when we are asked to oblige any one, our 
compliance should be regulated by our duty rather than 
by our complaisance. 



THE SOUL. 

The human Soul is a beauteous thing : — so 
beautiful, that Satan, in pursuance of his malignant 
nature, may well endeavour to deface it. If he could 
blacken the heavens, scorch up the earth, and poison 
the waters of the sea, his satisfaction would be 
insignificant compared with that which he feels in 
blighting man. 
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A VERSE UPON SECTS. 

Neither all nor any, 
Neither one nor many 

Sects my soul shall bind : — 
By their deeds 
I judge their creeds, 

And take the best I find. 



MOONLIGHT. 

Dear dreamy rambles from twilight into night, in 
blest companionship with her, the heavenly one ! — 
almost could I fall down and worship thy mystic glories, 
brightening as the rising Moon lights one by one each 
chamber of the Soul, till all are filled wth radiance not 
of Earth ! Give me such charms as these, and, (be they 
but phantoms or be they more) they yield me all the 
Paradise I can conceive of, whilst a dweller beneath 
the skies. 
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THE JOURNEY OF LIFE. 

How incessantly Life's travellers hold on their 
resistless march ! How are the successive stages in 
turns occupied by Infancy and Youth, Maturity and 
Age ! — the wayside houses serving for many a change 
of guests, before much changed themselves : — at one 
time, opening to early pilgrims with a long vista before 
them ; at another, closing upon those who 'have 
finished their course' and vacated the scene, to make 
way for ever fresh arrivals ! 



TEST OF SPIRITUAL HEALTH. 

The prospect of dissolution may be taken as a test 
of the soul's health, which cannot be pronounced good 
until it can fully assent to that Scripture which saith 
'the day of death is better than the day of one's 
birth.' 
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'NO CROSS, NO CROWN.' 

. Let us not dream of our reward before our work 
is done ; but let us rather prove ourselves workers by 
a daily perception of the fatigues of toil, convinced 
that the moment we lose that perception, we are 
relaxing our efforts, incurring the hazards of the 
slothful, and missing the rewards of the diligent. If 
we meet with no sorrows in following ' the Man of 
Sorrows ;' or if we never feel a privation, we may be 
sure that He who * had not where to lay His head' is 
not our Master. 



ETERNITY. 

Let the Soul venture a solitary flight to the brink 
of Time, and, with gaze averted from Earth's fading 
scenery, behold the gigantic realities of Eternity's ever 
onward-rolling billows ; and one would suppose that 
the necessity for fleeing irreligion and levity would be 
so terribly felt, that it must needs be promptly acted 
upon. When such is not the case, the infatuation of 
that Soul presents a marvel perhaps one of the most 
astounding that can be conceived. 
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The brightest instruments are the quickest to 
corrode, when suffering from neglect or disuse : there- 
fore be diligent in the Spiritual armoury. Corrosion's 
rusty key but once admitted, and your citadel will soon 
be laid open to the devouring Foe. 



FAITH. 

What a Giant is Faith ! Well may the Bible 
speak of him as able to remove mountains ! He has 
never once failed in anything he undertook. Did he 
call fire or water from heaven ? They came obedient 
to his call. — Did he summon the departed to return to 
the world they had forsaken ? They put on their robes 
of flesh again, and stood forth at his bidding.— Did he 
require a pathway in the sea, or a river in the dry rock ? 
He put his hand to the work, and it was accomplished 
before him. Once indeed, in a moment of terrible ex- 
tremity, we can imagine a breathless anxiety pervading 
the heavenly watchers, who saw him bent upon rescuing 
' a brand from the burning :' but he triumphed even then? 
and bore a dying criminal to his divine Master, just as 
that Master's compassionate heart was about to seal itself 
for a time in the silence of the tomb. 
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'LOVE NOT THE WORLD.' 

The world that hated, reviled, tortured, and finally 
murdered man's Best Friend — the most lovely Being 
that ever existed amongst us ; who gave us all that we 
enjoy, and Himself when we had lost all. — Strange that 
such a world should so attract us, that we need to be 
cautioned against sinfully loving it ! 



HAPPINESS NOT DEPENDENT ON 

STATION. 

Happiness may be possessed by all Classes inde- 
pendently of the externals of station. In this matter, 
therefore all are equal — and what other equality need 
we desire ? Can Riches confer happiness ? If not, we 
should gain nothing by wealth. Can Honors confer it ? 
If not, we should gain nothing by promotion. Can 
Wisdom confer it ? If so, all may be partakers of 
happiness. 
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OBEDIENCE TO RULERS. 

The law of obedience to Rulers is necessary to any- 
thing like order, because of the difference of opinion. 
The man whom I may disesteem may be highly esteemed 
by others : and I must beware of becoming a rebel for 
the sake of my own conjectures on the character and 
conduct of others. They who, when in power, abuse 
their trust, will in due time fall before One who is 
'higher than they? 



Give your powers to this world, your affections to 
the next and better one. 
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